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CHAPTER I 


THE tramp steamer Theseus lay in the pearl 
and sapphire harbor of Papeete like a blob 
of rust on a jewelled pendant. Her heavy, 
stolid lines, her pug nose and squat stern, her 
blue-smudged funnel and gaunt masts set her 
off sharply. 

Yet, somehow, she fitted into the picture. 
There was a grotesque blending of rusty iron 
ship and the white coral wall of Papeete 
beach. She was the single touch of civiliza- 
tion in these primitive surroundings—a con- 
tact point between the lush and savage beauty 
of Tahiti and a modern world of crass com- 
mercialism. She spoke mutely of ports more 
odorous and less beautiful, of heavy, buffet- 
ing seas, of cheap trade goods and of books 
of account. 

The background against which the Theseus 
fitted so oddly was striking. She rolled 
slightly in the placid blue waters underlaid 
by pink coral. Off to starboard the sea 
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foamed white. But shoreward was the rich 
luxury of Oceania, a vivid, spraddled town 
debouching in deepest emerald hues to five 
impressive mountains. Parrots chattered 
from the trees and one-time Europeans sipped 
cooling drinks on the crowded verandas of the 
Cercle Bougainville. 

Flower-covered natives lined the beach, 
staring sadly at the rusty battered hulk of the 
Theseus. On the morrow the creaking, groan- 
ing old trader was to sail and her departure 
would emphasize the isolation of those who 
dwelt in this lavish land. Girls from the big 
thatched house near the water’s edge sang 
mournfully to their sailor lovers who were 
busily preparing for the departure of the 
Theseus. They were not attractive men—these 
huskies of the tramp steamer—but they had 
been two weeks in Papeete, spending well 
and making merry, and there was more than 
one flower-wreathed damsel who felt as 
though her heart would sail out beyond the 
blue lagoon when the storm-worn funnel of 
the Theseus commenced to belch smoke 
again. 

On the bridge of the Theseus Captain Mal- 
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colm V. Bynum held violent converse with 
his first officer. With unmistakable enthu- 
siasm he had thrice driven from the ship 
groups of olive-skinned girls who sought to 
be with their lovers until the very hour of 
sailing. Captain Bynum was not afflicted with 
morals, but he knew that the presence of these 
women had a devastating effect upon his 
crew’s doubtful aptitude for work. It was 
hard enough to keep them aboard anyway, 
once they had lain in port long enough to es- 
tablish contact ashore. And at present he and 
his officers were engaged in the thankless task 
of bringing certain of the men to a state of 
sobriety which would enable them to perform 
some small portion of their required labors. 

Neither Captain Bynum nor the mate paid 
particular attention to the canoe—manned by 
four muscular natives—which swept from the 
beach and headed for the Theseus. It was 
not until the single white man in the canoe 
ascended the rope ladder which dangled 
from the side of the rusty tramp and stepped 
firmly upon the partially clean deck that the 
attenuated, dynamic little skipper focussed 
his attention upon the newcomer. 


3 


The Light Shines Through 


He knew instinctively that the man was an 
American. He knew, also, that he had not 
come here upon official business—wherefore 
it was not incumbent upon Captain Bynum to 
exercise the excruciating courtesy which the 
French officials expected and which he de- 
spised. 

The newcomer walked forward and stood 
at the foot of the companionway leading to 
the bridge. Captain Bynum glared down 
upon him. 

The stranger was a large man: fully six feet 
in height and with an enormous spread of 
shoulder and depth of chest. Yet the eyes 
which he raised to the somewhat hostile gaze 
of the commander of the Theseus were un- 
usually soft and gentle. They were the eyes 
of a dreamer, of a maker of poems, while the 
body was that of a forger of chains. In spite 
of himself, Captain Bynum warmed to the 
shy friendliness of the man. He scrutinized 
his visitor more closely. 

The man was of naturally fair complexion, 
but his flesh was overlaid with a deep tan 
which bespoke long exposure to the blasting 
tropical sun. He wore white man’s clothes, 
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but they were disgracefully ragged. Yet his 
face was clean-shaven, disclosing a firm, 
straight mouth, a high sweeping forehead and 
a jaw of rugged squareness. He had a thin, 
sensitive nose and small ears which set close 
against the sides of his head. His hair was 
a light brown, soft in texture and rather sadly 
in need of a barber’s ministrations. 

The sleeves of the old cotton shirt termin- 
ated doubtfully just above the elbows, reveal- 
ing forearms of amazing power. ‘The bare 
legs, too, bulged with muscle—smooth, flow- 
ing muscle rather than the knotty protuber- 
ances to which Captain Bynum was more 
accustomed. 

The stranger radiated physical and mental 
power. Without doubt he was a person of 
culture and breeding. Yet there was an in- 
escapable wistfulness in his manner; a gentle- 
ness not at all in accord with his physical 
might. He stood looking up at the Captain 
as though waiting for permission to speak, 
and although Bynum tried to make his voice 
rasping, his words came with a friendly soft- 
ness which surprised—and annoyed—him. 

“What do you wante” 
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The stranger’s eyes lighted and a slow 
smile creased his thin lips. 

“A job,” he answered simply. 

The captain was amazed. 

“What sort of a jobe” 

“Sailor, sir. Id like to sign on.” 

“Well, Pll be—’ Bynum glared. “You 
don’t look like a sailor.” 

“Tm not.” 

“Then why—?” 

“I’ve been in the Marquesas for a year. 
Happened to be a passenger on the Gothic 
when she went down.” 

Captain Bynum was interested. ‘“Passen- 
ger, ehr” 

“Yes, sir. A trading schooner picked me 
up. Carried me to Vait-hua in the Mar- 
quesas. Offered to get me on the return 
trip and bring me to Papeete, but I decided 
to remain there for a while.” 

“Gent of leisure, eh?” 

“Well—” with his slow smile—“‘there isn’t 
much else in the Marquesas, Captain. When 
I got to Papeete they were surprised to hear 
that I had survived the wreck of the Gothic.” 

“Don’t blame ’em. Rotten old tub it was, 
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anyway. You were lucky.” He stared at 
the larger man. “And you want to sign on 
as a sailor?” 

“T would like to.” 

“Rotten job—for a guy like you. What’s 
the idea? Want to get back to the States?” 

“Fventually—yes, sir.” 

“Don’t know when we will. Trader. Six 
months maybe.” 

“T’m satisfied, sir. I have no family. No 
one cares particularly when I get back, or 
—” with just the vaguest hint of bitterness— 
“or if I do.” 

“Hmph! None of my business, anyway.” 
He paced up and down with nervous, minc- 
ing steps. Suddenly he whirled and bored 
the big man with gimlet eyes. “I'll let you 
come as passenger.” 

“No, thank you.” 

“No money?” 

“None.” 

“You’ve got it at home, haven't you?” 

“Well, yes—but if it’s just the same to you, 
Captain, I’d rather sign on. Id like the ex- 
perience.” 

“Damn fool!” snapped Bynum. He raised 
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his hands to his lips and bawled with a voice 
of astounding shrillness, “Hey—Kellog!” 

A stumpy little man appeared from some- 
where and shuffled forward. 

OMessaSitay 

Bynum jerked his head toward the 
stranger. ‘Sign him on and set him to work. 
Seaman.” 

“Hime” Kellog’s voice indicated astonish- 
ment. 

“Who you reckon I meant? Yes—him. 
And see if we can’t get some results out of 
one sober man.” 

Kellog, somewhat dazed, turned away and 
motioned the new sailor to follow. But the 
captain’s thin, piping voice restrained them 
for a moment. 

“Hey! You! What’s your name?” 

For the merest fraction of an instant the 
man hesitated. Then, “John Avery, sir,” he 
said. 


CHAPTER II 


ON the heavy oak door was the name 
“Ezekiel Brewster.” Beneath it were the 
words “Attorney at Law” and “Private.” 

The office was very large and lavishly fur- 
nished. ‘The huge, flat-topped desk of black 
walnut was bare of papers. ‘The shelves 
about the walls were heavy with musty legal 
tomes. There was a Persian rug on the floor 
and the drapes at the window were of 
heavy brocade. | 

Yet, in these surroundings, Ezekiel Brew- 
ster was the personification of incongruity. 
He was a little, wizened man whose clothes 
seemed too tight for his unduly thin figure. 
He wore his glasses pushed up on his fore- 
head. But despite his marked lack of size 
he bore the marks of unmistakable efficiency. 

He put aside the will he had been reading 
and peered at the man and woman with dart- 
ing, birdlike glances. He seemed in no 
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hurry to translate into language of the lay- 
man the legal phraseology of the document. 

The woman—Naomi Craig—was leaning 
forward tensely. She was an exquisite little 
thing: vivid and alert. She wore a simple 
dress of deep blue trimmed with a touch of 
white. There was no jewelry, save for the 
diamond which glinted from the third finger 
of her left hand. 

She was small—perhaps not more than 
five feet in height—yet one received the im- 
pression of a woman perfectly formed. One 
tiny foot tapped the rug slowly; her slender 
fingers were locked tightly together and her 
bright eyes were focussed upon the sharp 
face of the lawyer. 

She betrayed no excitement. There was, 
in fact, only an expression of doubt upon 
her delicate features—as though the attor- 
ney’s pronouncement definitely had sealed the 
fate of one whom she loved very deeply. 
She shook her head so that the crown of 
deep brown hair caressed the graceful lines 
of her neck. The hair was bobbed, but 
Naomi Craig was one woman whom bobbed 
hair became as a coronet. It emphasized 
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her daintiness, vivified her glorious femin- 
inity. 

The other occupant of the room controlled 
himself with an effort. Once or twice the 
lawyer glanced toward Logan, only to re- 
move his eyes with a deliberateness rather 
akin to insult. Ezekiel Brewster, a keen 
judge of men and manhood, despised Donald 
Logan. He held for Logan the supreme con- 
tempt which the man of affairs must hold 
for the idler and waster, and that despite 
the fact that Logan was undeniably attrac- 
tive from a purely physical standpoint. He 
was of average height, stockily built. His 
carriage was erect, his shoulders square. The 
face was handsome in a selfish, defiant 
way. The complexion was clear—almost 
too clear—as though the man were addicted 
to the use of lotions. The nose was rather 
large and the mouth broad and sensuous. 
But nose and forehead gave mute testimony 
to mental strength. Don Logan’s worst 
enemy could not accuse him of lacking 
mentality and if his brain had gone off on a 
tangent, if he were a living example of small 
knowledge—at least that did not detract 
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from his physical attractiveness. It was only 
those—like Ezekiel Brewster—-who could 
probe deeply into the heart of a man to whom 
Logan was an open, and not essentially attrac- 
tive, book. 

The man’s hair was blond and silky and 
straight. He wore it brushed straight back 
from his forehead. Horn-rimmed glasses 
imparted to him a bookish appearance; an 
air of intellectuality which he scrupulously 
cultivated. His hands were spatulate and 
ringless. His clothes were faultless—almost 
aggressively so. ‘They shrieked their good 
taste. 

Don Logan bit his lips to choke back the 
questions which were struggling for utter- 
ance. He was gripped by a tense excitement 
which showed in his large gray eyes. He 
fidgeted, moved his hands nervously, and fin- 
ally produced an elaborate cigarette case. 
The hand which held the match was trem- 
bling and he inhaled a lungful of the aro- 
matic smoke as though letting down from a 
terriffic strain. 

But the girl did not move her eyes toward 
the face of the man to whom she was 
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engaged. Instead she spoke slowly, voicing 
the one thought which had been beating 
against her brain since Brewster finished his 
reading. 

“Ts it certain that John Avery is dead?” 
she asked. 

The lawyer smiled slowly. He _ liked 
Naomi. They met on the common ground of 
friendship for the man who had been. 

“There is no question about it, Miss Craig. 
It is more than a year since the Gothic went 
down. Within a month it was certain that 
there were no survivors. I have gone to con- 
siderable pains and expense to satisfy myself 
of that fact. It is now—let me see—very 
nearly a year since we last heard of John. 
He wrote us that he was sailing on the 
Gothic. The owners of that vessel have 
furnished us with a list of the half-dozen 
passengers. The last heard was when the 
wireless S. O. S. was picked up, but the ship 
was never found. They did find a bit of a 
lifeboat with the name of the vessel on it. 
Pieces of wreckage appeared for a month or 
so. There can be no doubt, Miss Craig. 
John Avery is dead.” 
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A tiny little frown creased her forehead. 
She was stifling the emotion she felt. 

“T sent him away, Mr. Brewster.” 

“No, indeed:” The lawyer caught the 
agony in her voice and hastened to soothe 
the ache. “He went of his own volition. 
John is—was—a queerly sentimental chap. 
One would hardly suspect it of such a phys- 
ical giant. The shy, sensitive soul of a girl 
in her teens. And if he chose to try to for- 
get that you couldn't marryhim. .. .” 

She rose to her feet. Her voice trembled 
with tears. ‘There was nothing else I could 
do. But always it has been I who received 
from John. He offered everything and asked 
only the one thing I could not give. I—I 
think you love him too—just as I do. Just 
that way. Asa friend. He was a fine, big 
man—big of body and big of heart. If it 
hadn’t been that—if it hadn’t been for 
Don—” 

“T understand.” Ezekiel Brewster nodded 
gravely. “We love because we love,.not as 
our mind dictates. I think John was happy 
in the thought that you tried to love him. 
He was the type of man who preferred hap- 
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piness for you with another man—even at 
the sacrifice of himself. He only wanted 
you to be sure.” 

“TI was sure.” She spoke as though trying 
to convince herself. “I tried—but I couldn’t 
be so fair to him as to be unfair to Don. 
And John remained here in New York until 
We announced our engagement. ‘Then he 
told us good-bye and wished us well. And 
now—now he is dead.” 

“Physically—yes. But this—’ Brewster 
touched the will which lay on the polished 
desk—“‘this will bring you the material hap- 
piness which he would have liked to give in 
person.” 

elcanitstakéut! -Eler*voice contained: a 
hysterical note. “Oh! Can’t you understand, 
Mr. Brewster? How can I live with Don 
on money that John Avery has given us? I 
know that sounds silly. It is without any 
basis of reason; but just as sentiment caused 
me to accept the man I love—that same 
sentiment will keep me from taking John’s 
money.” 

“I’m afraid there’s nothing else for you 
to do, Miss Craig. John Avery was a lonely 
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sort. Few friends and no intimates. He had 
no family. I have searched for collateral 
relatives and have found none. He came 
from nowhere, and has gone by the same 
road. We few who knew him well, loved 
him. And surely you would not deny him 
the posthumous happiness of accepting what 
he so generously gives?” 

A new voice broke into the conversation, 
a voice little more than a whisper, a voice 
silky soft and—to Ezekiel Brewster—as ir- 
ritating as the rasp of a file. 

“Mr. Brewster is right, Naomi,” said Don 
Logan. ‘There is nothing for you to do 
but accept.” 

The attorney flashed Logan a contemptuous 
glance. His words were freighted with 
a sarcasm which fortunately escaped the 
girl. 

“You see, Miss Craig—Mr. Logan has no 
compunctions, and, in a way, he is the per- 
son most interested. His will be the very 
unenviable task of living luxuriously on 
money which another man has left his wife.” 
Naomi gazed uncertainly from one to the 
other. There were tiny lines at the corners 


16 


The Light Shines Through 


of her eyes, and she passed her hand across 
her brow. 

“I can’t seem to think of anything right 
now except that John is dead. Of course, 
I’ve known for a long time—but this seems 
to make it definite. It is all so brutal: the 
reading of a will—administrating his estate.” 

Logan’s smooth voice insinuated itself once 
again. ‘Avery was very wealthy, was he 
not, Mr. Brewstere” 

“Yes,” snapped the lawyer. “Very.” 

“Tt will prove difficult for my fiancée—” 

“Handling a million dollars is always diffi- 
cult, Mr. Logan. But undoubtedly Miss 
Craig will make use of your very efficient 
help.” The glances of the men clashed with 
overt hostility. ‘You shall have to convince 
her that her only sane course is to accept.” 

“T shall do my best. Just at the moment, 
Naomi is unable to think very clearly. Av- 
ery’s death has rather stunned us both.” 

“T see—I see.” Ezekiel Brewster’s thin 
face twisted into a grimace of distaste. 
“There is no rush, Miss Craig. The will 
gives you unlimited powers. You are not 
only heir to everything John left, but the 
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will also creates you sole executrix without 
necessity for bond or accounting. In other 
words, his entire property will pass abso- 
lutely into your hands as soon as the proper 
formalities are complied with.” 

She did not answer. She was staring 
through the window into the murk of a gray 
day, and through the leaden haze she was 
visioning the big figure of the man who was 
making his last and greatest gesture. It was 
queer that she could not have loved him— 
she who knew him so intimately and ad- 
mired him so much. Yet the mating call of 
Don Logan had been too strong. She loved 
Don. She could no more help that than 
she could help breathing. It was something 
beyond her volition. She heard Brewster’s 
piercing, but kindly voice: 

“Before you go, Miss Craig, there is a 
letter here which I am to read to you and 
Mr. Logan. It is a letter which John left 
for you, but he stipulated that is was to be 
read aloud by me in the presence of you 
both.” 

“Tt can wait—” 

“No. I must insist that you listen.” 
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Naomi sank back with a sigh. Logan 
lighted a fresh cigarette. Brewster took 
from the drawer of his desk a large envelope 
and on it Naomi saw the big, sprawling 
handwriting of John Avery. Brewster 
cleared his throat. 

“T will read it straight through,” he said. 
“T am sure that is what John would wish.” 
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For a few seconds before Brewster com- 
menced the reading of the letter, a deathlike 
hush fell upon the office. It was almost as 
though the shade of John Avery had entered 
the room. Even Logan felt the spell. He 
coughed once, then took off his glasses and 
polished them assiduously. 

Brewster, a master dramatist, made the 
most of the tension. Then he started to read 
in a thin penetrating voice which was deeply 
freighted with understanding and sympathy: 


My dear Naomi (he started): Of course 
it is impossible to foresee under what cir- 
cumstances this letter will be read to you. 
It is separate from my will, yet a part 
thereof: the fact that it is being read will 
in itself be evidence of my death. 

Already you know the terms of my will, 
and this letter is written because I know you 
—perhaps far better than you believe. I 
know the queer strain of sentiment that is in 
you; the deep capacity for emotion; the ex- 
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quisitely absurd idea of independence which 
will instinctively cause you to refuse what 
I offer. 


Brewster paused momentarily. Naomi 
was sitting forward tensely. Even from be- 
yond, John Avery was peering into her soul 
—explaining her to herself, accurately fore- 
casting her reactions. 


Let me then explain things from the prac- 
tical side. (the letter continued) My estate 
is worth approximately a million dollars. I 
carry no life insurance. What I have—as Mr. 
Brewster will explain—is chiefly in the form 
of rather high-grade, low-yield bonds, many 
of which are United States Government 
securities. In other words, my entire estate 
is almost instantly convertible into cash. 

I have no relatives. I have searched care- 
fully to make certain that there are no in- 
digents of my blood. I would not be unfair 
to them. Ezekiel Brewster, my most inti- 
mate friend, has been taken care of by a 
settlement made outside the will and at the 
time of its drafting. 

It therefore has become a problem with 
me as to whom my fortune is to benefit. I 
have been somewhat of a lone wolf. Per- 
haps I might say a lonesome one. And the 
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brightest spot in my life has been my friend- 
ship with you. 

Unfortunately, it is possible that the in- 
heritance of much money by a woman from 
a man might carry with it embarrassment 
which ordinarily is unavoidable. It is to 
avoid any such misconception on the part of 
a crude and worldly public, that I am writ- 
ing this letter. I wish to answer the inevit- 
able “Whye” Why should I make you my 
sole heir? I cannot be less than honest in 
explaining. 

Between us there is no secret of my love 
for you. I need not dwell upon it, because 
you know its depth and extent perhaps as 
well as I do. I felt at times that perhaps 
my feeling for you has been the hardest 
part of our friendship, in that it has intruded 
an element which you would have been hap- 
pier without. Yet when a man cares for a 
woman, he cannot help himself. The emo- 
tion comes without his bidding and remains 
and grows when he would cast it out. 

We have talked this over so many times— 
you and J. And we have discussed the fact 
that you deeply love Donald Logan. 

I am glad that you love him. Since I am 
not to be the fortunate man—it is my deep- 
est and sincerest wish that he brings to you 
the happiness which you deserve. Your life 
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has not been an easy one. I feel—rather 
than know—that you have come through 
stress and storm and I admire your courage 
in refusing your confidence to me, whom you 
have known was your best friend. 

You have enjoyed most of the comforts 
of life, but never luxuries. Perhaps it was 
my helpless, boyish dream that it would fall 
to my lot to open the gates of fairyland 
for you; to indulge myself to the extent of 
showering you with all of the beautiful 
things in life. 

I realize now that this cannot be. You 
have told me fearlessly and honestly that 
you love Donald Logan. ‘That is just as it 
should be. You will remember that once 
when you told me you would marry me and 
try to love me—I refused. I am a great 
fool, probably—and a hopelessly sentimental 
one. Yet much as I wanted you, I could 
not accept you under those conditions. 

I want you to be happy with the man you 
love—whoever he may be. Just as I could 
not help loving you, I realize that you did 
not direct that your heart should go to Don- 
ald Logan. You love him; you are going 
to marry him; there remains nothing for me 
but to hope that life will hold for you noth- 
ing but the most perfect happiness. 

Yet the fact that you are reading this is 
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proof that I shall not be among those who 
will sit at your fireside. Would you then 
deny me the happiness of feeling that 
through me you will never want for money? 
May I not enjoy the idea that you and your 
husband will—through me—be enabled to 
enjoy the delights of travel and of possess- 
ing whatever you covet? Won't you let me 
feel that I have done my little to insure the 
happiness I wish for your 

Knowing you, I understand that at first 
you will rebel. You will refuse to live on 
money left you by a man who aspired to be 
your husband. ‘That, perhaps, would be a 
proper viewpoint were I alive. But I am 
not. Else you would not be listening to this 
letter. It seems to me that you will be big 
enough and generous enough to accept this 
in the spirit I have given. 

This letter, though, is to explain so that 
there is no misunderstanding of my will. It is 
the gift of a man who was not permitted to 
give in life. It is the offering of one who al- 
ways has loved you and always will. 

Surely, there can be no tongue so vicious, 
no mind so evil, as to distort this thing. 
Nor should you be so lacking in courage as 
to refuse. 

IT believe in your friendship and af- 
fection. It has been my sorrow that you 
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held no deeper sentiment for me. But as a 
friend you must not stoop to the selfish 
course of denying me the pleasure which 
comes to me at the thought of making your 
life materially happy. 

This message comes to you from a bound- 
less distance. It is the expression of a love 
which has never known fruition and will 
never die. And there is deep comfort to me 
in the thought that it will always remind 
you—no matter what the future—that some- 
where in the Unknown there is a man who 
loves you and who accepts as gracefully as 
he can the proud title of Friend. 

Au revoir, Naomi. Au revoir—and God 


! 
bless you! JOHN AVERY. 


Brewster’s voice trailed off. He was con- 
scious of a great lump in his throat as he 
stared at the girl. 

She was sitting rigidly, her eyes focussed 
on the swiftly scudding gray clouds beyond 
the window panes. She held her handker- 
chief tight against her lips, but her eyes 
were dry. Naomi Craig did not cry readily. 
She felt things too deeply for that. 

It seemed to both that there were four 
persons in the room. They sensed John 
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Avery’s magnificent presence as certainly as 
though he were there. The man’s gener- 
osity, his thoughtfulness, his unselfishness, 
breathed from every word of his letter. 

Naomi’s eyes moved slowly to those of the 
attorney. There was an almost impercept- 
ible nod of her delicate head. 

“You will accept, Miss Craig?” 

She spread her arms with a helpless ges- 
ture. ‘What else can I dor” 

The answer came from Don _ Logan. 
“Nothing,” he said smoothly. “That is a 
big, fine letter from a big, fine man. He has 
thought of everything. The public can never 
misunderstand—” 

Naomi’s bright eyes glanced to his face 
fora moment. “The public! I’m not afraid 
of the public—” 

“Well, myself, then. We are to be mar- 
tied—” 

Brewster felt a flush of aversion for the 
too perfectly groomed man with the tortoise- 
shell glasses. He noticed that Naomi’s 
cheeks were colorless. He realized that she 
had never once given a thought to the im- 
mensity of the fortune which had been left 
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her. He liked her more and more with the 
passing of each minute—and marvelled at 
the vagaries of a Fate which directed her 
love toward this suave wastrel instead of to 
the giant who had written the letter and 
signed the will. 

That she loved Logan there could be no 
slightest doubt. Equally there was no doubt 
that she had tried to love John Avery. He 
wondered how much of the mother instinct 
there was in this queer perversion of taste. 
He despised Logan’s urbanity, his pose of 
culture, his self-satisfaction, his superb hab- 
erdashery and his sleekness. The man had 
never amounted to anything and most likely 
never would. He was surfeited with faults, 
and the fact that they were all of the negative 
variety did not add to his attractiveness. Ez- 
ekiel Brewster could applaud aggressive bad- 
ness: he loathed selfish indolence. 

He rose to his feet and gazed down kindly 
on the girl’s bent head. ‘We need not dis- 
cuss this any more to-day, Miss Craig. When 
you are ready, we will take up an accounting 
and make proper application to the Probate 
Court. Until then—’ 
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Logan rose even before Naomi did. He 
ostentatiously took her beaded bag from 
Brewster’s desk and handed it to her. The 
lawyer’s eyes swept him hostilely. 

“Tf Mr. Logan does not object, Miss Craig 
—TI would like to have a single word in pri- 
vate with you.” 

“Quite all right.’ Don waved his ele- 
gantly manicured fingers and bowed his way 
through the door. “I’l] wait in the ante- 
room.” 

Alone with the girl, Ezekiel Brewster 
stared for a moment. Then he did a pecul- 
iarly fatherly thing. He placed his bony 
hands on her shoulders and gazed deep into 
her eyes. 

“Miss Craig,” he asked softly—“you would 
not violate, in any slightest degree, the dying 
request of one who loved your” 

“No—of course not.” 

He took from his pocket a letter. 

“John left this with me, Miss Craig. It 
was to be given you only after the will had 
been read and you had listened to his letter. 
I do not know what he has written, but I 
do know that this was, to him, a sacred 
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document. He told me to give to you only 
if you were not yet married at the time his 
estate was administered upon. You under- 
stand?” 

Se ea 

“T feel, Miss Craig—that he wished this 
letter to be known only to you. To be quite 
honest, I believe that he particularly did not 
wish Mr. Logan to know that you had re- 
ceived: it.” 

The eyes that she raised to his were misty. 
“Tf you wish my promise, Mr. Brewster— 
you have it. I—-I—Oh! it seems impossible 
to believe that John is really dead!” 
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NAOMI tucked the letter in the bosom of 
her dress before joining Don Logan in the 
outer office. They bade Brewster good-by 
and walked to the elevator together. 

Don, as usual, was supremely courteous. 
He held her arm gently, he protected her 
from the crowd in the elevator. He helped 
her through the eddying throng in the lobby 
of the great building. 

Broadway seethed with traffic. Overhead 
the low-hanging clouds foretold rain and 
cast a chill over the city. They imparted an 
air of bleakness which accentuated Naomi’s 
depressed mood, as they stood in the door- 
way of the huge building, staring through 
the welter of traffic. Don was struggling to 
conceal the elation he felt. There was no 
thought in his mind that Naomi should do 
other than accept the bequest. And he 
rather fancied that he deserved it. Had 
he not asked Naomi to marry him when 
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he could ill afford the luxury of a wife? Was 
he not prepared to sacrifice his jealously 
guarded independence for her? 

He loved Naomi as sincerely as he was 
capable of loving any one other than him- 
self. Possessed of a natural charm, he had 
cast a spell which blinded her to a full real- 
ization of his weaknesses, It was not that 
she did not know they were there, but she 
loved the man whole-heartedly and was 
therefore unable to strike a balance—to 
weigh carefully the pitfalls which lay be- 
yond their marriage. 

Don Logan was the parasite type. He had 
an ordinary high-school education, but since 
finishing school he had been an omnivorous 
reader. He possessed an enormous fund of 
partially digested information. But his was 
a keen brain, and his manner was charming. 
Women liked him—and so did many men. 
He had a slow, easy smile which won 
friends instantly—friends which he invari- 
ably lost as the intimacy developed. 

His personality and smile made it a com- 
paratively simple matter for him to secure 
employment at a fair salary. He had sold 
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stocks and bonds, he had been a publicity 
man, an exploiter and an insurance sales- 
man in turn. His knowledge of general 
business was as diversified and as shallow 
as his knowledge of literature and art. 

His jobs did not last long. Usually, the 
employment terminated at his volition rather 
than that of his employer. He was not the 
plodding, plugging sort—content to give a 
trifle more than a hundred per cent. of effort 
to achieve a goal. He could not understand 
why success was not thrust upon him. He 
was an excellent worker when he cared to 
extend himself—which was seldom. He was 
bursting with ideas. He had multitudinous 
plans and schemes for handling great sums 
of money. Unfortunately, all of his pet 
schemes were based upon a premise of cash 
capital. Until this moment there had never 
been the slightest hope of acquiring such 
capital. 

Now, in the twinkling of an eye, a miracle 
had been wrought. Naomi was about to come 
into possession of a fortune. They would 
marry shortly. And he knew Naomi better 
than she knew herself. He realized that 
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she was indifferent to money—as such. He 
knew that he would not have to ask her 
for control of a reasonable proportion of her 
fortune; she would turn it over to him quite 
naturally as the man of the family. Truly, 
there was every reason for him to feel elated. 

How long they stood at the curb she did 
not know. She realized, however, that a 
taxi had drawn up near them and Don was 
opening the door and giving to the driver 
her address in the Bronx. She frowned and 
stood back. 

“Why, Don; we'll take the subway.” 

He shook his head. “Not to-day, dear. 
The weather is atrocious and the crowds ter- 


tific?’ 
“But it’s ridiculous to ride all that distance 
in a taxi when—” She started to say that 


she could not afford it—and bit back the 
words. She felt his colorless eyes upon her 
and a flush mounted to her cheeks. Without 
a word she stepped into the cab. He 
slammed the door and seated himself beside 
her. Involuntarily he sighed deeply—as 
though with relief that the strain was over. 

She was not in a talkative mood. She half- 
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closed her eyes and stared through the veil- 
ing of her lids at the mass of swirling human- 
ity outside: men and women and children 
hurrying somewhere with heads bent and 
eyes focussed intently ahead; each possessed 
of a burden, mental or physical; each own- 
ing hopes and fears and worries. 

The events of the past hour were not clear 
in her mind. She had not yet riveted her 
attention on any particular phase of the 
thing which had happened to her. Not once 
had she thought of the world which lay at 
her feet—of the surcease from an existence 
which—while it had never actually contained 
financial worry—had yet been far from fi- 
nancial ease. It was as though she were 
looking through a smoked glass, and beyond 
that glass was the big, broad-shouldered 
figure of a young giant with a kindly face 
and the gentleness of a woman. She thought 
of John Avery rather than of the fortune 
which John Avery had willed to her. 

At her side, the man to whom she was en- 
gaged fidgeted. All through the session in 
the lawyer’s office he had controlled himself. 
Now he felt that he must talk. He spoke 
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in his customary manner: with a vast critical 
superiority: 

“Queer fish,’ he observed without pre- 
amble. 

She turned her eyes toward him. “Who?” 

“Brewster.” He puffed his cigarette re- 
flectively. ‘These lawyers are all posers. 
They cultivate mannerisms for the court 
room and forget to drop ’em.” 

“T guess so.” She did not desire to argue 
with Don. For once, she wished that he 
were not with her. 

He seemed well pleased with his powers 
of observation and analysis. 

“Quite theatrical—the way he read the 
will. And the letter— The man should have 
been an actor.” He caught a sudden pallor 
of her cheeks. “It was a corking fine letter, 
though. Dramatic per se.” Don was very 
proud of his smattering of Latin. “And of 
course Avery is right. It would be silly for 
you to refuse what he gives.” 

She glanced at the man’s eager face. “I 
believe John was thinking of you when he 
wrote that letter, Don.” 

“Of mee” 
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“Yes.” She spoke very softly. “He knows 
we are to marry—and I sensed that he was 
afraid that something might crop up in the 
future about why—Oh! you understand.” 

He covered her hand with his. “Of course 
I do, sweetheart. But it was an unnecessary 
precaution. I didn’t know Avery very in- 
timately—no one did, I guess. But cer- 
tainly one would never think of him as a 
philanderer. And since he had no relatives 
there could have been nothing more natural 
than that he should leave his money to you. 
It will assure your happiness.” 

“Will it?’ She spoke more sharply than 
she knew. 

“Will it bring happiness?” He smiled in- 
dulgently. “My dear Naomi—that is inevit- 
able. We are in love with one another. We 
were going to marry, anyway. But the fu- 
ture wasn’t very bright financially. Ive 
never had the breaks. I’ve never had the 
opportunity to take the place I feel I could 
fill. Now—” 

“You can be happy living on the money 
of a man who wanted to marry me?” 

He laughed. “Why, of course, dear. 
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Any other idea is balderdash. Tommyrot! 
It’s all very well to romanticize about such 
things, but in real life it is the ends attained 
rather than the means by which they are 
accomplished which count. Not that I 
wouldn’t rather have made this gift to you 
myself. But that is ego. You see, Naomi 
dear, ’m a brutally honest chap. Some- 
times I’m afraid I’m too honest—that you’d 
rather I’d be hypocritical.” 

“No! Never, Don, please—” 

“T’m paying you the compliment of pre- 
suming you believe that. You see, I could 
sit here and pretend that I was very de- 
pressed about this thing. But whether I’m 
tight or wrong, romantic or prosaic, I know 
deep down in my heart that I’m glad for 
your sake and glad for my own. Shall I lie 
to you and pretend that I’m note” 

Her eyes were shining as they turned on 
him. Every once in awhile she felt a doubt 
of the man, and always there came a burst 
of enlightening honesty and logic to allay 
her fears. She pressed his hand against her 
cheek in a sudden, passionate gesture. 

“You must always be honest, Don. I’m 
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honest with you. And about this thing: I 
can’t help feeling as I do. I can’t regard 
it dispassionately. I can’t forget—absurd as 
it is—that he never would have gone to the 
Far East had it not been for me.” 

“Silly girl. We're both grieved that Av- 
very is dead. But he had his chance. You 
couldn’t marry him even if he’d stayed here.” 
He gazed down fondly at her. “Love is a 
queer thing, isn’t it, dear? I’m not a tenth 
the man John was. I haven’t his force or 
his power or his romantic tenderness. I’m 
not big and I’m not handsome—yet you love 
me.” His voice was genuinely tender and 
she responded instantly. 

“T do love you, Don. I always have. It’s 
something bigger than myself. I love you, 
and it seems that that is all that counts.” 

Silence fell between them again. Each 
was immersed in thoughts which were per- 
sonal and private, and if hers were of the 
man who had died and his were of himself 
—at least, they did not speak aloud. 

They had passed beyond the zone of great 
congestion and were moving rapidly up 
Fifth Avenue in the midst of the traffic 
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stream. He was thinking of the immediate 
future—of himself as a man of wealth; he 
was mentally calculating the purchasing 
power of the income from a million dollars. 
It was, perhaps, not unnatural. He could 
not be expected to grieve for the man whom 
he had known not at all well. 

Her thoughts were chaotic. They reached 
the little Bronx apartment where Naomi 
lived. He would have entered with her, but 
she protested that she wished to be alone. 

“Tll see you in the morning, Don.” 

He bowed in his courtly fashion and 
walked off down the street. As he turned 
the corner he started to whistle a gay, jazzy 
tune. 

The girl went to her bedroom and locked 
the door. She removed her pert little hat 
and stood motionless for an instant. 

Her hand rested on her breast, and as it 
did there came to her ears the faint crinkle 
of paper. 

She reached for the letter which John 
Avery had written to her—the last message 
of the man whose love seemed destined to 
envelop her whole life. 
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CHAPTER V 


THE presence of John Avery filled Naomi’s 
tiny room. All afternoon it had intruded, 
obliterating her immediate surroundings. 
The man himself seemed to stare up at her 
from the letter which she held. It was 
uncanny—the way he had succeeded in pro- 
jecting himself to her side through the writ- 
ten page. 

Outside, night was falling prematurely. 
From far below came the roar of street 
noises; a grumbling cacophony which some- 
how fitted in with her mood. It was as 
though the stage had been set by some 
master scenic artist for this last earthly ap- 
pearance of John Avery. She brushed back 
a tendril of hair from her forehead, snapped 
on a tiny reading light and fixed her eyes 
on the letter. 


Naomi, dear—Having already said Good- 
by, may I return for a few moments in the 
role of friend? May I stretch out to you 
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from wherever I am the protection of my 
great love and what I sincerely feel is my 
better judgment? 

This letter will only reach your hands 
under special circumstances. The very 
fact that you are reading it will prove that 
three things have occurred: First, that 
I am dead; Second, that you have heard 
my will; Third, that you have listened to 
the letter which I left with Ezekiel Brew- 
ster. 

It will also prove other things: things of 
far greater moment than those I have men- 
tioned. It will prove that you have agreed 
to keep this confidential, and it will prove 
that you are yet single. 

Before going into the real reason for this 
letter, let me touch once more upon the 
phase of our relationship which has brought 
me happiness and you more or less unhap- 
piness. It is the last time this will be in- 
truded upon you. 

I love you! ‘That is no startling revela- 
tion, I’m sure. I can no more help loving 
you than I can control the beat of my heart. 
It is a part of me: it has been from the mo- 
ment I met you. 

It is unfortunate, is it not, that one can- 
not direct the course of one’s deepest af- 
fections? Were that possible I feel that you 
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would have loved me. Oh! I understand— 
just as I battled against my overpowering 
love for you from the very moment I un- 
derstood it was hopeless, just so I learned 
to sympathize with the fact that you, too, 
were subject to a force more powerful than 
yourself, 

I want you to put aside this letter in a 
happy frame of mind. ‘The missive you 
have heard was designed for such consump- 
tion as might prove necessary or desirable. 
This is for your eyes and heart alone. 

I love you, dear one. I know that you 
have told yourself that you sent me away. 
Please let your intelligence pull you out of 
that mental slough. You could not marry 
me. I chose to go. I sought the far places, 
hoping that change and variety and a touch 
of the exotic might cause me to forget how 
much you mean to me. I went because, 
without you, it did not matter upon what 
strand my feet might tread. The fact that 
I am not to return is a matter which neither 
of us could foresee. But it is just as illogical 
for you to blame yourself for this, as it would 
be had I left you on a street corner and then 
been struck by an automobile. 

In life, I loved you. I wished to do much 
for you—and that privilege was denied me. 
In death, I am permitted to do for you a 
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trifle of what would have been my personal 
pleasure. 

But also in death I may unseal my lips on 
a subject which I could not touch upon un- 
der other circumstances. You see, Naomi, 
you cannot now believe me guilty of un- 
worthy motives. Perhaps you would not any- 
way—but under these circumstances you can- 
not help but know that—right or wrong— 
my thoughts are all of you, my desire is to 
help you and that even from here I am 
struggling to protect you. 

Let me repeat. This letter was to have 
been destroyed unread, provided you were 
already married. It was only to be given 
you following my death, and in the event 
that you had not married Donald Logan. 
You must keep that in mind throughout 
your reading of this. 

And now I shall summon my courage to 
say what I have long wished to say— some- 
thing which is based on honesty and friend- 
ship and a desire to save you untold misery. 
These circumstances permit me to utter the 
advice which—because you knew I loved 
you—I could not say before. 

For your own sake, dear, I beg of you not 
to marry Donald Logan. Were I alive, this 
might inevitably be construed as jealousy and 
selfishness. But you see, Naomi-girl, I have 
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no row of my own to hoe now. I cannot be 
jealous. I am only reaching back to help 
you. Let me be honest—even though my 
face is red with embarrassment at writing 
thus about another man—particularly about 
the man you love and to whom you have 
pledged yourself. 

Donald Logan is unworthy of you. By 
that I do not mean that he is vicious or 
criminal. By the same token, I do not 
merely mean that he is slightly your inferior. 
If I thought that, I would ascribe my feel- 
ings to mere sentimentality—and say nothing. 

But—fortunately or unfortunately, as the 
case may be—I know Don Logan, and even 
at the risk of causing you to think me mean 
and petty and jealous, I shall speak the truth 
in a last desperate effort to save you from a 
step which would prove irrevocable. 

One man is privileged to know another as 
no woman ever can; but most particularly as 
no woman—not a wife—can even suspect. I 
need not tell you that Don is not strong in 
character: I feel that you know that as well 
as I do. You know that he is egotistical, 
vacillating, indolent and selfish. Yes, you do! 
Ask yourself the blunt questions and see 
whether I am right! 

Donald Logan is a dangerous husband for 
any woman. He is particularly dangerous 
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for a person of such strong character as your- 
self. He is a waster and an idler. He is a 
poseur. He is incapable of any deep affec- 
tion—certainly for any one other than himself. 

I believe that he loves you as deeply as he 
could love any woman. But that is not the 
love which you deserve or expect. Life with 
him will not be give and take—it will be 
take, take, take on his part and an eternal 
giving on yours. You are a woman of too 
much spirit for that. You will grow sick and 
tired and eternally disgusted with his posing 
and preening; you will learn that his brain 
is shallow and his philosophy false. You 
will see—perhaps too late—that his vaunted 
honesty is the most flagrant dishonesty: a 
shield of truth to cover untruth. 

He is petty! Perhaps that word sums up 
more completely than all others his true 
characte etty. Meant “Small! Ee -is 
eternally gazing pridefully in a mirror at 
himself. Every word he utters is considered 
from the standpoint of its effect. His slow 
smile is cultivated. Huis supposed charm has 
been acquired. 

Review his life, dear. You will see that he 
has no intimate friends among men—and men 
are infallible judges of man. ‘They penetrate 
his pettiness without bothering to analyze. 
They only know that they do not like him. 
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They withhold their friendship because be- 
neath a rather polished exterior, his is the 
soul of a craven. 

I could not hint of this while I lived, be- 
cause I sought the goal which he has 
achieved. Even now my heart is pounding 
with a queer, unworthy shame at what I am 
doing. I scarcely have the courage to ex- 
press the truth about the man you love. It is 
only because of my wild hope that you will 
see it as the truth and so be saved from an 
irreparable mistake, that I dare risk your last 
thought of me to be unkind. 

Details do not matter. Don’s reputation 
with women is not savory, but in that he is no 
different from hordes of other men. Let us 
even grant that marriage will change him. 
Such a failing is of small consequence by 
comparison with a streak of yellow along his 
backbone. He won’t stand the gaff, Naomi— 
and I can only hope that you will realize this 
before you have married him. 

I hope that this letter may prove an anti- 
climax. It may not be delivered to you for 
many years—and perhaps in that time you 
will have learned the truth for yourself and 
decided not to marry Don. 

As men put it—he simply isn’t there! He 
is a weakling—a moral weakling. Married 
to him, you will be the victim of his selfishness, 
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you will see him in the intimacy of daily life 
when he cannot always wear his charming 
mask. You will see that his intelligence is a 
parroting of ill-understood information. His 
conversational powers are no more than those 
of any phonograph record. But that is as 
nothing beside his innate pettiness. ‘That is 
the evil with which you will be forced to 
contend. 

I will write no more. This has been hard 
enough, and I do not doubt that I have 
brought pain to you for whom I wish nothing 
but sunshine and happiness. Habit—educa- 
tion—are queer things. We are taught that 
a gentleman must not speak ill of his rival, 
and yet here I am—but, no: I forgot that 
he is no longer a rival. You see—. 

Three things may happen when you finish 
this letter. 

First, you may despise me and think me 
small and mean. 

Second, you may see the stark truth in 
what I have said and benefit by it. 

Third—and most likely—you will realize 
the deep love behind this letter, you will 
sense the agony in which it is written, you 
will comprehend my sincere desire to save 
you—and you will decide that I am wrong; 
you will determine that without my conscious 
knowledge, jealousy has eaten into my soul 
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and distorted my views. And so you will 
destroy the letter, feeling very fond of me, 
knowing that I am your friend and sincerely 
believing that I am wrong. And then you 
will marry Donald Logan. 

If this last be the truth—then, dear, you 
know I wish you to be happy. Your happi- 
ness has been my one thought since we first 
met. It will be my last thought in life. If 
one is permitted to know from Beyond what 
transpires on earth, then I shall gaze upon 
you with the prayer upon my lips that I have 
been wrong and that you shall know all the 
happiness I wish for you. 

And I am just human enough, Naomi dear, 
to hope with all my heart that in spite of this 
letter your thoughts of me will always be 
gentle. 

You see, dear—I have always loved you, 
and I always shall. 
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NAOMI Craig had always worked for her 
living and it was with a feeling of keen 
regret that she resigned her secretaryship 
with a firm of structural engineers. 

Events had piled swiftly upon one another. 
The matter of turning Avery’s estate over to 
her amazed her by its simplicity. She had a 
lengthy talk with Ezekiel Brewster. The 
attorney suggested two courses: One the 
creation of a trust fund, with an established 
bank and herself as co-trustees. “In that 
way, Miss Craig, the income will be as much 
as you can well spend.” 

“And the other course?” 

“To leave the estate in its present highly 
safe and liquid form. There isn’t a bond or 
a block of stock that isn’t gilt-edged. Of 
course, I would advise the trust fund.” 

The arguments pro and con were presented 
to her. She discussed them at length with 
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“Did Brewster mention the income under 
the trust plane” 

“His idea was that it would net a trifle 
less than four per cent after deducting taxes.” 

Logan laughed shortly. “How absurd, 
Naomi. You know there’s such a thing as 
carrying conservatism too far. Now of 
course we don’t need even all of the income, 
but it is obviously ridiculous to throw away 
twenty to thirty thousand dollars a year.” 

“But the safety of the principal—” 

“Without sacrificing that either, dear. I 
happen to know something about stocks and 
bonds. One can average nearly seven per 
cent with safety. It merely requires care, 
close attention and a diversification of invest- 
ments. In other words, too many eggs should 
not be in one basket and all investments 
should be in essential industries. We can 
easily net six per cent.” 

He produced a notebook, pencil and the 
evening edition of a financial paper. For an 
hour he dazed her with arguments about in- 
terest, safety, taxes and diversification. He 
constantly used the pronoun ‘“We”—a fact 
which Naomi did not notice. It had never 
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occurred to her, since definitely deciding to 
accept John Avery’s bequest, that the pro- 
perty belonged to her alone. Once married 
to Donald it was theirs. She did not observe 
that he was already assuming a dictatorial 
alr, 2 proprietory manner. 

He swung her over to his way of thinking, 
much to the profound disgust of Ezekiel 
Brewster. That keen old gentleman wished 
them well. He made his final accounting 
and Naomi walked out into the world a 
wealthy woman. 

That night she and Don talked of many 
things, but chiefly of their marriage. He 
fought to conceal his impatience. He was 
short of money and disdainful of work. He 
was overflowing with great schemes by which 
he could convert Avery’s million into incal- 
culable wealth. His confidence in himself 
was superb. He was sincere. He did not 
recognize himself as that most tragic of all 
investors—the man who believes he under- 
stands the inside of Big Business. 

His fingers twitched with eagerness. He 
wanted to taste the delights of affluence. He 
wanted actually to possess the things of which 
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he had always dreamed and which now 
seemed in his grasp. But he based his plea 
on his love for Naomi, and because she loved 
him very deeply, she did not pierce the mask 
of deception. 

“We can wait a little while, Don,” she 
argued weakly. 

“Whye” 

“T hate to rush things.” 

“We're not rushing them, Naomi. We 
have been engaged for more than a year— 
since before Avery went away.” Her cheeks 
paled slightly. “We haven’t married be- 
fore this simply because we couldn’t afford 
it. Things never seemed to break exactly 
right for me. Now the financial bugbear 
has been removed,” his arms closed about 
her, “I don’t want to wait any longer, sweet- 
heart.” 

A tired little sigh escaped her lips. “Do 
you really love me very much, Done” 

“Can you doubt it?” 

“No-o. And yet—” 

“Thinking of Avery, Ill wager.” He was 
smiling good-humoredly. “I’m not like 
Avery, dear. I wish I were. He was a 
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magnificent chap. Born to sacrifice himself 
for others—and not a selfish bone in his body. 
I am selfish. I’m selfish in my hunger for 
you. I’m impatient of delay.” He brushed 
her cheeks with his lips. “Say you’ll marry 
me right away, dearest. Now.” 

She seemed queerly preoccupied. Her 
eyes were focussed upon the bronze tip of her 
tiny shoe. When she spoke, it was in a 
rather strained voice. 

“There’s one thing we must agree upon be- 
fore we marry, Don—something that never 
would have come up had it not been for this 
bequest from John, that is, it would not have 
been necessary to mention it, if we had been 
saddled with financial cares.” 

He grew cold all over. Was this another 
of her absurdly romantic notions? 

“What is it?” he asked with forced gentle- 
ness. 

“There is one thing I want,” she said 
softly, “one wish.” She looked up at him 
with sudden accession of courage. ‘As soon 
as we marry, Don—we must leave New 
York. 

“Leave New York?” His broad mouth 
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twisted. He was visibly annoyed. Existence 
in New York had been an important part of 
his scheme for personal happiness. ‘“Why?” 

She did not evade the issue, now that it 
had been joined. 

“T can’t explain. You must believe me 
when I say that there is a very good reason.” 

“T suppose so. But what on earth has 
suddenly gone wrong with New Yorke” 

“Nothing. It isn’t this city—or any other 
in particular. But I wish to live in—or 
near—Los Angeles.” 

His eyes were wide behind the lenses of 
his tortoise-shell glasses. He realized that he 
had suddenly stepped very close to something 
in this girl’s life which he had never sus- 
pected and he was wise enough to pick his 
way with care. 

One could not look at the girl, nor catch 
the timbre of her voice, without sensing that 
there was some very powerful motive behind 
this apparently absurd whim. Don was too 
wise to display annoyance. His immediate 
problem was to become co-owner of the for- 
tune John Avery had willed to the girl. The 
question of residence was a comparatively 
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trivial thing which could be attended to in 
good time. 

“It does seem funny, this sudden desire to 
move out to the Coast.” 

“It isn’t a sudden desire,” she explained. 
“T have wanted to—for ever so long. But I 
had a position here which paid an excellent 
salary, one I probably could not duplicate 
out there. You had: greater opportunity in 
New York. It seemed that we were to 
marry and live at first on a small income.” 

“T didn’t know you even knew any one in 
Los Angeles.” 

She bit her lip. “I—I don’t. That is, not 
exactly.” | 

“Then why—e” 

“T told you that it was a secret of mine. 
Something sacredly personal.” 

His voice was soothing. ‘“Wouldn’t it 
help if you confided in me, Naomi? I can 
see that there is some trouble which I never 
suspected.” 

“T preferred that you shouldn’t. And Id 
rather not tell you. Not now, at any rate.” 

“After we're married?” 

Her tiny figure was tense. There was a 


55 


The Light Shines Through 


hunted light in her eyes. “I don’t know,” 
she cried. ‘Perhaps I shall. But I don’t 
want you to probe. It is something which 
concerns myself alone. There is a very good 
reason why I wish to live West.” 

He held her close to him and smiled down 
into her eyes. He knew his power over the 
girl; he knew that she was helpless against 
the ineffable tenderness of which he was 
capable. 

“Why, little sweetheart,’ he murmured. 
“Of course, it is all right. It isn’t easy to 
tear my roots out of the soil of Manhattan, 
but if it means that much to you— And I 
wouldn’t probe for the world. I only ques- 
tioned because I never before saw the light of 
trouble in your beautiful eyes—and I had a 
perfectly natural desire to help.” 

She clung to him fiercely 

“T know it, Don. I do know it! And I 
want to tell you—but it isn’t my right to tell. 
Won't you believe that?” 

“Of course I will, dear.” 

“Some day, perhaps. Perhaps never. You 
must promise that you will wait until I wish 
to tell you. If I prefer to keep the secret, 
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you must let me do so. Will you promise?” 

He held her at arms length. 

“T promise, Naomi.” 

For a second she stared at him, then slid 
into his crushing embrace. 

“Thank you, Don. I have been afraid.” 

He forced a note of lightness into his 
voice. “And now that it is all settled—” 

She responded to his mood. “We'll marry 
whenever you say, dear.” 

“Next week?” 

She flushed. “If you wish.” 

“Good. And then—to Los Angeles on our 
honeymoon!” 

Before he left she was radiant. And he 
was his most charming self—gentle and lover- 
like—bright and cheerful. But once he had 
kissed her good night and left the modest 
apartment house, he walked slowly down the 
street. 

Tonight he had glimpsed a new and unsus- 
pected Naomi. He was no fool; he sensed 
the depth of a tragedy which stalked her life. 

He gazed long and thoughtfully down the 
nearly deserted thoroughfare. He shook his 
head slowly— 
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‘“‘There’s some mighty good reason for all 
this,” he told himself. ‘Some reason that it 
will be mighty useful for me to know.” 

He quickened his pace. There was a faint, 
sardonic smile on his lips. 
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A RUSTY, storm-worn tramp steamer 
lurched drunkenly through the white-capped 
waters of New York harbor. Off the Battery 
it veered to the right, apparently indifferent 
to the ridiculous figure it presented in this 
harbor, where gorgeous liners, pert tugs and 
graceful, slender yachts rode so pridefully. 

With the assistance of a tug, it docked in 
the East River; a smudge on a particularly 
unpicturesque section of the water front. 
Shortly thereafter a certain member of the 
crew was paid off. He bade the captain 
good by and stepped on the shore of his 
native city. 

John Avery had undergone a subtle 
change in the ten months aboard the Theseus. 
He seemed taller and broader and deeper of 
chest. He wore vile clothes, but the opening 
at the throat of his shirt disclosed a chest of 
mammoth propottions. 

The eyes still held their gentle, kindly 
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glint; but the lids had narrowed. Seafaring 
life had done that: long days on deck in the 
blistering sun of the tropics; tremendous 
nights when the ocean was lashed to its ulti- 
mate fury and the icy spray cascaded over the 
side and drenched the Herculean figure. 

It had been a glorious experience for the 
big man. The monotony had never pene- 
trated his consciousness. He had fitted in 
with the uncouth sailors, accepting in good 
spirit their ribald jesting and their hard 
humor; refusing certain offers of advance- 
ment which came from dynamic little Cap- 
tain Bynum. And now, home in New York 
once again, John Avery felt that he was 
better equipped to readjust his life—not to 
pick it up where he had left off, but rather 
to start again; to fasten his interest on some- 
thing other than an unrequited love. 

He moved west to the Bowery and turned 
down town. Even in the teeming East Side, 
he was a figure to attract attention. His 
were the clothes of a common sailor, yet his 
manner proclaimed Park Avenue. He rolled 
slightly as he walked, and queerly enough it 
never occurred to him to take a taxi or street 
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car. Distance meant little to him now—and 
time even less. In the past ten months, since 
signing on as a member of the Theseus’s 
crew, he had journeyed to the four corners 
of the earth in a soggy hulk where one day 
was very like another and all moved in an 
endless, meaningless procession. 

He reached City Hall Park and crossed to 
Broadway. He walked more slowly on that 
street, strangely incongruous in his ship’s 
clothes. He entered a huge office building, 
refreshed his memory with a glance at the 
building directory and crowded into an ele- 
vator, much to the disgust of certain finicky 
passengers who shoved as far away from him 
as possible. ‘Then, for the first time, Avery 
seemed to become conscious of his disreput- 
able appearance and a faint smile appeared 
briefly on his bronzed face. 

He left the elevator at the twenty-eighth 
floor and presented himself in the outer 
office of Ezekiel Brewster’s suite. An office 
boy bustled forward importantly, regarding 
the newcomer with an admixture of admira- 
tion and contempt. But Avery paid the boy 
no heed; instead he was smiling at a dis- 
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tinctly spinster stenographer whose fingers lay 
limp on the keyboard of her machine. Avery 
shoved past the office boy and stopped at her 
desk. 

“You look as though you had seen a ghost, 
Miss Hawkins.” 

The estimable lady tried to speak and suc- 
ceeded only in gasping. ‘“Y-y-y-you—Mr. 
Avery—?e” 

“In person. Brewster in?” 

Her throat contracted convulsively as she 
designated the door of the private office with 
a shaking finger. John grinned and pushed 
into the office of his friend. 

Brewster was poring over a Supreme Court 
decision when Avery entered. He was 
hunched over his desk like a sparrow in an 
eagle’s nest. The reading light shone on the 
faint vestige of a bald spot and glinted from 
the glasses which were pushed up on his 
forehead. 

Avery stood still—smiling like a boy and 
saying nothing. Brewster raised his eyes 
slowly. ; 

The expression of annoyance fled from his 
wizened features, to be followed by one of 
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astonishment. He blinked, his jaw sagged, 
his thin fingers gripped the edge of the 
desk. He half rose, then sank back into his 
chair. His first words came rather in the 
nature of a shock; they were shrill and accus- 
ing. 

“You—you blithering idiot!” rasped Ezek- 
iel Brewster. 

John threw back his head and laughed. 
“JT might have expected such a greeting from 
you. And I won’t deny—” 

John ceased speaking. He could see that 
his friend was strangely affected. He crossed 
the room and dropped his great hand on the 
narrow shoulders. “I say, old man—it’s not 
that bad, really.” 

It was not often that Brewster gave ex- 
pression to his emotion. This moment was an 
exception. One skinny hand reached up and 
rested with genuine affection on that of his 
young friend. Just for the ghost of a second, 
and then it was withdrawn as Ezekiel Brew- 
ster fled to the refuge of harshness. 

“Where have you been all this time?” 

“Everywhere.” Avery was gleeful as a 
kid. “Marquesas for a year. Then Tahiti, 
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Colombo, Penang, Calcutta, Port Said, Al- 
giers, Buenos Aires—” 

“Why didn’t you cable me? I thought—” 

“_That I had passed out?” ‘John’s face 
became grave for a moment. “It was a 
rather hectic experience. Only a miracle 
saved me. I don’t know what happened to 
the others on the Gothic—” 

“The ship was reported lost with all on 
board.” 

“I’m sorry I didn’t know that at the time. I 
would have cabled, of course. Not knowing 
I was supposed to be dead, it never occurred 
to me to cable you otherwise. When I left 
here, I told you not to expect to hear from 
me. I was trying to get away.” 

“You made a mighty good job of it. But 
it seems to me that right after the ship- 
wreck—” 

“IT was picked up and taken to one of the 
Marquesan Islands. No cable there. It’s the 
farthest-away place you ever dreamed of. I 
stayed there for a year and by that time it 
seemed that I was in a different world. 
Eventually I got to Papeete.” 

“Why didn’t you cable from there?” 
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“Because,” Avery explained patiently, “I 
didn’t think of it. JI didn’t know I had been 
reported dead. You were on the other side 
of the world, and it never struck me that you 
would have heard about a dirty little steamer 
like the Gothic. I had left New York with 
the thought of losing myself. I had done 
so—and was well satisfied. I shipped on a 
tramp in Papeete. Time meant nothing to 
me and I felt I would enjoy a new exper- 
ience. Fact is, I did. We limped all around 
the world. ‘Today we arrived in New 
York—and here I am. As to my affairs—” 

The attenuated attorney mopped his fore- 
head =. ~ Goods :Lordl? he “ejaculated. 11 
didn’t know it was possible for a man to be 
so brainless.” 

“Perhaps not.” Avery’s voice was gentle. 
“T never thought you’d be worrying about 
me. Everything seemed so far off. I had 
gone for an indefinite period and it never 
occurred to me that you’d even hear of the 
loss of the Gothic. It wasn’t as though you 
expected me back at any particular time. 
And I warned you not to look for letters, But 
if you’ve worried about me—” 
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“No!” sharply. “I haven’t worried about 
you. But you’ve played the devil.” 

John seated himself. ‘There was no longer 
any hint of the boyish, bantering manner he 
had brought with him. He sensed the 
seriousness of his friend’s manner. 

‘What is wrong, Brewsterr” 

“Everything! In the first place, you’re 
dead!” 

A laugh danced in Avery’s eyes for a 
moment. ‘Not quite—” 

“Don’t argue with me. I tell you you’re 
dead. Your will has been probated and 
your estate—” 

Avery leaned forward tensely. ‘What a 
fool I was. You mean—” 

“Certainly! Lloyd’s reported the loss 
of the Gothic with all on board. You 
had written you were taking passage on 
it, and the company records substantiated 
that fact. A thorough search was made. 
No survivor was ever found. I waited al- 
most a year and then read your will as you 
directed.” 

“And Naomi?” 

“Mrs. Logan!” 
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“T see.” An air of solemnity hovered over 
the room. John spoke, as though trying to 
Straighten matters in his own mind. “I was 
a fool. But when a man has gone away for an 
indefinite stay with the sole idea of losing 
himself, and knows that he’s alive, he never 
thinks of cabling that he isn’t dead. It just 
never struck me—” 

“We're facing facts now, John,” said the 
attorney crisply. 

“And those facts arer” 

“That Miss Craig married that nincom- 
poop within a month after she came into pos- 
session of your money.” 

“T was in the Marquesas then, I suppose.” 
He hesitated. ‘And when they find out that 
I am not dead?” 

“Whatever is left reverts to you.” 

“But I thought—” 

“Many laymen are idiots. I suppose you’re 
going to tell me about a legal presumption 
of death. Well, listen here, my boy—all the 
legal presumptions in the world can’t kill a 
live man. You’re alive. Your will does not 
become effective until you die. The only 
hitch in the whole business is that if Logan 
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has made ducks and drakes of what you left, 
I doubt if you have a comeback. Everything 
went through proper channels, and the will 
specified that there should be no executor’s 
bond or necessity for accounting.” 

Avery rested his hands on the desk. “I’m 
not interested in the money. I want to know 
about the rest of it.” 

“Hmph!” snorted Ezekiel Brewster. “I 
like that young lady, John—but she’s a fool. 
Any woman who could marry Logan is 
empty-minded. Of all the eggregious, bray- 
ing asses I ever met in my life, that man with 
his superior air and his blot of half knowl- 
edge—well, I'll say there’s no accounting for 
a woman’s taste.” 

“Are they happye” 

“T don’t think so. Though my chances of 
finding out are rather limited, Living across 
the country—” 

“Across the country?” 

“They married in New York and im- 
mediately moved to Los Angeles—or some 
dinky little town near there.” 

John frowned. “Why Los Angeles?” 

“Don’t ask riddles. I’m completely dazed, 
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anyway. I can tell you that she married 
Logan and moved West. I can’t explain 
either event.” 

John rose and walked to the window. He 
stood silent for a moment, then spoke without 
turning. “You have heard something about 
them, haven’t your” 

“Something. I’ve had to keep in touch, in 
a way—winding up details of administration. 
I don’t know anything positively.” 

pA Veltc™ 

Brewster cleared his throat. ‘What I have 
heard isn’t encouraging—or is, according to 
the point of view.” 

Avery’s heart leaped. ‘What does that 
mean?” 

“T gather that they’re not hitting it off very 
well together. I understand that they’ve 
either separated or are going to.” 

“Anything—in particular?” 

“Logan. Gone wild with money. He’s 
got it too—don’t ever fool yourself about 
that. I think she has seen his cloven hoof, 
and won’t stand for being ground under it. 
That was certain—but damned unsatisfactory. 
I can’t vouch for details, but I understand 
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that his extravagance and his penchant for 
other women have helped.” 

“T see. Even the fortune didn’t bring them 
happiness.” 

“Certainly not. And the first thing to do is 
get back what’s left. We'll wire Mrs. 
Logan—” 

“No.” Avery spoke shortly, then, after a 
moment’s thought, “No, we wont do that.” 

“But, John—” 

“Please. Aitér “all, this’ ass mysvattair. 
Whatever mix-up has been caused is all my 
fault. Id rather not blast things without 
careful consideration.” 

“Damfool! Logan has most of your money. 
Logan, with his pet schemes for becoming a 
Croesus. Logan and his wild women!” 

“Just the same, Brewster, I’ve been this 
long about it—I think Tl move pretty 
slowly.” 

“Piffle! Just what idiotic thought is going 
through your head now?” 

“I’m not sure. Getting back here has put 
things in a different light. Even yesterday, 
when we were close to New York but still at 
sea, the past seemed unreal. I’ve been living 
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a rather exotic life, Brewster. I haven’t 
readjusted myself to the old. But I’d rather 
not rush into anything.” 

“Rather wait until that yowling hyena of a 
Logan has spent every cent, eh?” 

‘No-o. But I’d prefer to know positively 
what’s going on between them.” 

“Very well. Dll wire—” 

“You'll do nothing of the sort.” Avery 
stared thoughtfully at his friend. “Instead, 
you'll lend me a little money—I have less 
than a hundred dollars. And Ill go to Los 
Angeles and try to find out a few things for 
myself.” 

“Enoch Arden, eh?” 

“No—not at all. But I’ve thrown things 
into rather a mess, and it’s up to me to 
straighten them out without hurting any one. 
There’s something queer about the whole 
business. This moving to Los Angeles, for 
instance. Logan was a maniac on the subject 
of New York. And as for Naomi—I think 
I’d rather see how much truth there is in 
these stories of her unhappiness. You’re 
prejudiced.” 

“God knows that’s the truth.” Brewster 
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regarded the young giant keenly. ‘And 
suppose you should get out there and learn 
that she and Logan are happyr” 

“Then,” he answered slowly, “I'll have to 
determine what to do. It wouldn’t be fair to 
take away from them the money which they 
believe is theirs. And, knowing Naomi, I 
understand that the minute she knew I was 
alive, she wouldn’t keep a penny of it.” 

“Logan would have no such scruples. And 
anyway—” 

Avery spoke softly. ‘Let me do this as I 
wish, Brewster. You’ve always been a good 
friend, and I want you to continue to be. 
Think anything of me you like. Regard me 
as an irresponsible loon or a sentimental idiot. 
It doesn’t matter. But let me do this my way.” 

“Hmm! And that way is what?” 

“T shall go to the Coast to-morrow. I 
shall keep under cover and see what’s what. 
Meanwhile, until you receive permission 
from me to say something, I want you to 
forget that I am alive. I will pledge Miss 
Hawkins to secrecy. She’s about as loqua- 
cious as the sphinx, anyway.” 

“There’s no sense—” 
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“T want your promise, Brewster.” Avery 
spoke very softly. ‘When one has been dead 
for two years, it can make no difference that 
he chooses to remain dead for a little while 
lonver, can ite” 

And Brewster gave an amazing answer. 

“No,” he agreed, “not when one’s philoso- 
phy is based on sentiment.” 
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BEFORE leaving New York, John Avery 
learned that Naomi and her husband had 
purchased a home in Pasadena. The infor- 
mation fitted in well with his tentative plans, 
for it enabled him to reach his Los Angeles 
hotel with comparatively little chance of 
accidental meeting with Donald or Naomi, 
and to seclude himself for several days. 

Acting under the advice of the shrewd 
Brewster, his first act on reaching the hotel 
was to summon the aid of Ellis Wasson, a 
bright-eyed, effervescent little chap who 
looked like a ribbon clerk and whom Brew- 
ster claimed was the keenest personal investi- 
gator on the Coast. 

Wasson was a jocular sort of a chap whose 
eyes were pinpoints of dancing laughter. 
Avery gazed down at the pudgy little fellow 
from his own tremendous height. 

“You must be a wonder,” he vouchsafed. 

Wasson twinkled up at him. “I know 
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just what you’re going to say. To look like 
I do—and be a detective! It’s a mir- 
acl.” 

“Precisely.” Then Avery gave an explana- 
tion of what he wished. He informed Was- 
son that about a year previously a Mr. and 
Mrs. Donald Logan had moved to Los 
Angeles. They had resided temporarily in 
one of the lavish hotels of the city and later 
had bought a home in Pasadena. 

“T wish a fairly complete report of them 
since they reached here—both as to their 
business and personal affairs.” His face 
flushed slightly. “I want to know what finan- 
cial contacts they have established, but most 
particularly I want to find out the status of 
their domestic relationship. Do you under- 
standr” 

The little man was quite grave. “Cer- 
tainly.” 

“T feel considerable embarrassment about 
this. And I would hesitate to ask any man 
to investigate—” 

“Sure, Big Boy, you’re right. Feel like 
you’re peeping behind the scenes an’ it ain’t 
fair! I getcha! But, pshaw! Everybody 
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does it who can afford it. And with you 
being recommended by Zeke Brewster—” 

Avery laughed. “I was just about to say 
the same thing. ‘That Brewster's recom- 
mendation of you is the only thing that makes 
me trust you with this.” 

“Zeke knows me pretty well.” 

“He must.” The big man grinned at the 
little investigator. “Tell me one thing— 
honest and truly.” 

“Shoot!” 

“Do you call Brewster ‘Zeke’ to his facer” 

Wasson chuckled delightedly. ‘“Now, you 
would ask that sort of a question, wouldn’t 
your And whether I do or not—he looks 
like Zeke and ought to be called such. It ’d 
make him forget his own idea of himself.” 

“Which isP” 

“That he’s been in pickle for twenty years 
and is sour.” 

John extended his hand. “You'll do, 
Wasson. When do I get your report?” 

“Some time—if then. All depends on how 
private their private affairs happen to be. 
Savvy?” 

“Yes. Meanwhile, I keep to my rooms. I 
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have no acquaintances in Los Angeles, and 
just for the present I wouldn’t wish to risk 
meeting either Mr. or Mrs. Logan. You 
understand that of course.” 

“Surest thing you know.” He clapped a 
bright-banded hat on his big, round head. 
“Saying which, the famous detective bade his 
adieux and beat it! Ta-ta, John. See you in 
the future—or maybe before then.” 

He was gone, like the passing of a cool 
breeze on a hot day. John Avery found that 
he was grinning like a youngster. Queer 
folks one met. The idea of this little chap 
being a detective. More absurd yet was the 
discovery of a detective with a sense of 
humor. Avery settled himself in an easy 
chair and stared through the window at the 
luxuriant foliage of the park across the way. 

Los Angeles blossomed gorgeously under 
the first caress of spring. New grass lay like 
a delicate carpet of emeralds, the sky over- 
head was clearest sapphire; everywhere flow- 
ers bloomed. 

The broad, straight streets were channels 
of evenly flowing traffic. It seemed to the 
man that every one here must own an auto- 
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mobile; not only that, but that they must be 
in them all the time. The sidewalks, too, 
were crowded, and from his window he 
could see a section of the grounds im- 
mediately in front of the hotel entrance. 
There he glimpsed scores of men and women 
carrying golf clubs and tennis rackets; thus 
far he had not observed a person who 
appeared to be interested in business. If this, 
then, was a sample of Southern California 
atmosphete, he felt that he would like it. 

In the four days which followed Avery 
made a heroic effort to enjoy his forced idle- 
ness. He lazied around his room, reading 
new novels and magazines, studying political 
and economic reviews which were calculated 
to bring him back into touch with the civil- 
ized world from which he had so long been 
voluntarily outcast, and chafing, in spite of 
himself, against the forced indolence. 

His huge muscles begged for action. He 
resorted to the violent setting-up exercises of 
his army days and found that they were slight 
satisfaction after his life of the past two 
years. For the rest of the time there was 
nothing to do but think, and thinking was 
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one thing which he did not wish to do. He 
preferred to leave his mind a blank until he 
should receive the detective’s report. 

On the evening of the fourth day Ellis 
Wasson returned. There was a tap on the 
door and the round, beaming face of the 
little fellow appeared. He closed the door, 
tossed his hat on a chair, and struck an 
attitude. 

“Announcing Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the 
famous detective of Los Angeles and points 
west,” he said. “Mister Holmes wishes to 
report that his job is did. He has trailed his 
quarry to their lair and what he has learned 
is aplenty. In other words the astoot Mister 
Holmes has got the real, rock-bottom, low- 
down, and if Mister Avery will invite him to 
have a chair, a cigar and a glass of ice water, 
he will proceed to spill several items of 
luscious info.” 

Avery sighed with relief. At least this ex- 
traordinary little man signalled the end of his 
oppresive tedium. “Sit down,” he invited. 
“Take a smoke and a glass of water, and let 
me have it.” 

“Mister Holmes will do none other than 
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them things. Shall I commence or would 
you rather that I begin?” 

“Both,” smiled John. ‘And permit me to 
say that you’re a fast worker.” 

“Slow, Big Boy, slow. That’s me. It was 
easier than going downhill on a shoot the 
chutes. For a nice, quiet, wealthy gentle- 
man, I’ll rise to observe that the actions of 
your Mister Logan are about as public as a 
drayhorse.” 

“Very well. Let me have it.” 

For an instant Wasson’s chubby face grew 
serious, and Avery caught a glimpse of the 
keen brain behind the laughing blue eyes. 
Just a flash—but it reéstablished his confi- 
dence in the man. 

“In the first place,” announced Wasson, 
“Mr. and Mrs. Logan were obviously in a 
bride-and-groom condition when they arrived 
here a year ago and took a suite at the 
Embassy Hotel. Also they seemed to have 
all the money in the world, or a little more 
than that. Lived at the hotel for about two 
weeks while they did a bit of shopping and 
house-hunting. Finally they leased a place 
in Pasadena. Rental price six thousand a 
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year. They bought two cars: a small coupé 
for Mrs. Logan and an imported roadster 
for the Mister. 

‘They employ three servants: a butler, a 
cook and a housemaid. No chauffeur. From 
all I can understand, Mrs. Logan has been 
living the simple life. Not so this bird 
Donald. In some way—probably by the wise 
expenditure of a little loose change—he has 
horned in to a certain outer fringe of the 
movie colony. He has established a rep as a 
slinger of parties which seem popular with 
wild women. I gather that Mrs. Logan does 
not attend these parties—in fact, that she has 
been living a distinctly secluded life. 

“Tt was easy enough to discover that every- 
thing has not been smooth sailing between the 
pair. Details, I did not bother with. That 
involves a form of investigation which I 
shall not pursue without definite orders from 
you. But I do know—so far as one can be 
certain of such things—that they haven’t hit 
it off at all well. For six months Logan has 
maintained an apartment in Los Angeles 
where his wild parties are staged, and it 
appears that he has been spending a large 
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percentage of his time in this apartment, 
rather than at home. There is a rumor that 
they are definitely separated. No divorce 
and no legal separation—merely that they 
have agreed to disagree. At least, there has 
apparently been no husband-and-wife status 
for several months. 

“Logan has invested considerable sums of 
money in several wild schemes. Only one of 
them, a movie proposition, seems likely to 
net him any return on his investment. He 
appears to be what is technically termed a 
sucker, or boob. He is, in brief, a fish. Mrs. 
Logan seems to have no interest in these 
investments, although an idea prevails that 
the money is hers. 

“There is another detail which I cannot re- 
port on as fully as I would like. But there 
is a kitchen rumor that Mrs. Logan will do 
whatever Mr. Logan wishes—and that fear, 
rather than affection, is at the bottom of her 
docility. He has the reputation for being 
blustery in his home and the cook has averred 
to the servants of certain neighbors that Mrs. 
Logan seems afraid of her husband. 

“I gather also that there is some point of 
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contact between Mrs. Logan and _ Los 
Angeles. I haven’t the faintest idea what it 
is, but it would be my guess that whatever 
she is interested in here is the thing which is 
at the bottom of Logan’s apparent power 
over her—and his disinterestedness in her 
opinion of his carryings-on. If you say the 
word, I’ll get busy and find out what’s what. 
Otherwise—me lips is sealed and me eyes is 
blind. 

“Td summarize this way: That Mrs. 
Logan would like to be divorced from her 
husband, but for some reason—not love— 
will not take that drastic step. I think 
she is afraid of him. I feel sure that they 
have separated finally. I would say that he 
is in a fool’s heaven and that she is very 
unhappy. I am certain that there is a key to 
the whole situation and that Logan holds the 
key.” 

Wasson rose and placed his right hand on 
his breast. “Saying which, the great detec- 
tive arose and bowed. His client looked at 
him in amazement—wondering how he ever 
got that way.” 

Avery was staring at the rotund chap. 
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“You're right,” he said. “I think you’ve 
done marvels.” 

“What else, Big Boy, what else? I am 
paid to perform such. I never make mis- 
takes—except sometimes.” 

“You are sure there is trouble between 
them?” 

“Right-O.” 

“You believe that Logan has some sort of 
a hold over his wifer” 

“Yes. I may be a thousand miles off the 
mark, but if a guess is worth anything, Id 
say just that.” 

Avery’s eyes narrowed. “Did you get any 
idea as to why they moved to California in 
the first placer” 

“No. But I hunch that it has something 
to do with this whip that Logan is wielding 
over her.” 

John stared thoughtfully at the rug. Facts 
were dovetailing nicely. The matter of the 
move to California had preyed upon his 
mind; it was so apparently without reason. 
Yet here this little fellow had stumbled upon 
a condition which would explain the whole 
amazing thing. Facts, it seemed, might 
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be easy to gather. Wasson was speaking. 

“I can harvest a good deal more info, if 
you want it, Big Boy. There’s a form of back- 
stairs investigation which is unusually effec- 
tive. Just at present I didn’t go that deep 
into it because you didn’t give the word.” 

“You were right. I think I’ve got all the 
information I need. Perhaps Ill call you in 
again.” 

Wasson bowed. “The only rival of Scot- 
land Yard then bade farewell to the friend 
whom he had saved from worse than death. 
He walked out of the room in a slow, digni- 
fied manner.” 

They shook hands. The glance which they 
exchanged was one of deep mutual liking and 
respect, and it was with real regret that 
Avery saw the door close behind him. He 
liked the man—and sensed the genuine power 
that underlay the absurd veneer. 

Meanwhile he was now possessed of cer- 
tain information. He understood that it 
was vague, that some of it was right and 
some wrong. But the thing pieced together 
too well for him to doubt the essentials. 

The situation between Naomi and Don 
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brought him a feeling of exultation. He, at 
least, had nothing to do with the rift in their 
domestic lute, and now—his heart sang. 

He realized one thing clearly. It was his 
task to find out just exactly the nature of this 
mysterious hold which Logan held over the 
girl. His first thought was to go to her, but 
he discarded that instantly. He gathered 
that Logan had most of his money, and he 
understood that Naomi would be miserable 
at the thought that she had dissipated the 
fortune which he had left. 

Obviously, then, it remained for him to 
seek out Logan; to meet the man face to face 
and demand certain explanations. He rather 
relished the self-appointed task. There was 
a grim sense of satisfaction in anticipating 
the consternation he knew his presence would 
strike in Logan’s heart. 

He gazed through the window with un- 
seeing eyes. A smile played around the 
corners of his lips. For a moment he forgot 
his forthcoming interview with Logan. He 
was thinking of Naomi—of the fact that her 
marriage was a failure—and that he had 
come back to her. 
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THE too luxurious Los Angeles apartment 
of Don Logan rang with ribald gayety. 
There were perhaps a dozen persons in at- 
tendance: one director of fair prominence, a 
continuity writer whose name has _ been 
flashed a hundred times before the screen fans 
of America—they were the only two who 
were well known. The others were hangers- 
on: sleek, pomaded young men who gleaned 
such extra work as they could at the studios 
and—women! 

They were beautiful women—these girls 
from Iowa and Pennsylvania and Arkansas 
who had trekked to Los Angeles, believing 
that there they would find the end of the 
rainbow. ‘They had been home-town belles, 
sure of the power of their own beauty. But 
here, in the world of flickering celluloid, 
they discovered that what they had to offer 
was a drug on the market—a commodity 
which was obtainable at the crook of a finger. 
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There was one in particular: a sinuous, 
blonde creature who was seated on the arm 
of Don Logan’s chair. She ran her long, 
slender fingers through his silky hair and the 
deep violet eyes she bent upon him glinted 
with a strange fire. 

Marcella Breen possessed a personality. 
She was vivid, she was vibrantly alive. Un- 
fortunately, those who knew her most inti- 
mately said that she was dumb. Certainly 
she possessed only enough intelligence to 
have been swept completely from her feet by 
what she fancied was Logan’s erudition. 

She first hovered about the man because 
she heard fabulous stories of his wealth. And 
then there crept into their relationship a 
very genuine affection on her part. She was 
a strange creature, this Marcella—a hundred 
per cent animal. She was impressed by 
Don’s calmly superior manner, by his pre- 
tensions to culture and by his suave courtesy. 
Dick Randolph, an assistant director friend, 
once joked her with his characteristic harsh 
directness. 

“You infernal little gold-digger,” he 
started, but she cut him short with a sharp 


88 


The Light Shines Through 


glance from her wide-open eyes, a glance 
which somehow gave him a feeling of un- 
easiness. 
“Gold-digger, is it? Perhaps. But don’t 
kid me about Don. I’m crazy about him!” 
The blasé assistant walked away, shaking 
his head. “Well, Dll be everlastingly 
dumed,’ he=said “She really -is’> Then; 
after a reflective drink, he added to himself, 
“T’d hate to have that woman nuts about me.” 
The party at Don’s apartment was in no 
way unusual. It had become rather a nightly 
affair since Logan definitely had left his 
home in Pasadena. He found that he liked 
this fringe of the movie world. A creature 
possessed of the gift of deluding himself, he 
made himself believe that he was friendly 
with worthwhile film folks. Occasionally 
one of the real ones came to his parties, and 
that kept alive his belief in himself. Guests 
were easy enough to get—especially the girls. 
He offered them a chance—a faint chance, 
perhaps, but nevertheless a chance—to meet 
some one prominent in the picture world. 
Besides, he had money. He spent freely. 
His affair with Marcella Breen amused 
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those who knew them. She, being a thorough 
moron albeit a beautiful one—was swept 
off her feet by his supposed education plus 
the fact that he treated her with courteous 
suavity. The reason for that was simple: 
Don could not resist her devotion. She 
thought that his was a deep and fertile brain; 
she looked up to him as a polished man of 
the world. She frankly adored him, and 
for the only time in her decidedly mercenary 
life, cultivated a man unselfishly. 

He accepted her homage with quiet super- 
iority. He treated her with the same affec- 
tionate indifference which one _ exhibits 
toward a pet dog. He condescended to favor 
her with a certain proportion of his time, and 
she humbly accepted such scraps of happiness 
as he flung her way. 

Toward other men she was entirely differ- 
ent. She bore a reputation for heartlessness 
and commercialism. She was a fiery, tem- 
pestuous thing—a woman of startling ex- 
perience. But never until she met Don 
Logan had she come in contact with a man 
who permitted her to worship him and who 
treated her with courtesy. Men flung them- 
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selves at her; they offered everything from 
fortunes to marriage; but she fancied that 
it was her mentality which appealed to 
Logan—and in that belief she was cruelly 
right. He liked her because, first, women 
were a weakness of his; and second, because 
he delighted to sit on a pedestal and look 
down upon her. He responded, not to her 
intelligence, but to her lack of it. It was so 
different from the irritating insight which had 
come to Naomi after their marriage—an 
insight which caused her to see all the 
tawdriness of his cheap, petty soul. 

It was Naomi’s awakening that had 
wrecked Don’s matrimonial bark. Shortly 
after their marriage it came to him that she 
no longer looked upon him through rose- 
colored glasses. He became oppressed by a 
sense of his own inferiority. She took things 
calmly enough; she never quarreled. But he 
sensed that her refusal to quarrel with him 
was due to the fact that she looked down 
upon him. He felt mentally naked before 
her. He was her husband—yet he was not 
her husband. Marriage had given her a 
keen insight which had never come to her 
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before. And bit by bit—with vast reluc- 
tance—she came to realize that what she had 
believed was love for this man was nothing 
more than infatuation. She felt degraded 
and ashamed that she should have been vic- 
timized. She saw him as an eternal poseur, a 
man of many words and few ideas, a person 
of gestures rather than action. 

She tried to play the game. It was a hope- 
less task. His own sensitiveness to her con- 
tempt nullified her efforts. He writhed 
under her unspoken scorn. Realizing that 
she knew him as he was—as he himself 
scarcely knew he was—he no longer posed. 
He let his selfishness appear; he exhibited a 
coarse grossness which disgusted her. Brutal- 
ity she might have stood; discord she would 
have battled with; but grossness was an evil 
against which she was unarmored. 

But before the ultimate break he had 
succeeded in getting into his possession con- 
siderably more than half her fortune. He 
had done that deftly: a few bonds here and 
a few there; substitution of one investment 
for another, with the new investment in his 
own name. She had less than three hun- 
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dred thousand dollars left when he an- 
nounced with gusto that he was leaving the 
house—to return when she sent for him. 
She did not answer; she did not even laugh. 
That might have shown she was _inter- 
ested. She merely turned away and the last 
he saw of her was the exquisite little figure 
standing by the window. She radiated utter 
indifference—not sorrow or tragedy or fear 
or hope. Just simply indifference. 

To-night Don was in his element. He was 
the lavish host, the hub of a wheel of pleas- 
ure. On the arm of his chair sat a blonde 
creature who adored him; these men and 
women catered to him, toadied to him. They 
ate his food and drank his wine. All thought 
of Naomi had been banished—as one elim- 
inates from one’s mind the memory of an 
unpleasant dream. Let her do as _ she 
wished; he retained more than half a million 
dollars. He had made investments which he 
fondly believed would bring him incalcul- 
able wealth. Certain persons catered to him, 
he felt himself a person of importance. He 
found himself hating Naomi for her con- 
tempt of him. And the thing which 
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scourged him most bitterly was that he knew 
she understood him better than he cared to 
understand himself. 

The apartment bell sounded and the Jap 
valet went silently through the hall in re- 
sponse to the summons. A few seconds 
later he appeared in the doorway and nodded 
for permission to address Don. 

Logan rose languidly. He moved across 
the room with what he fancied was superb 
grace and poise. The valet spoke in a 
whisper. 

“A gentleman to see you, sir.” 

“What is his name?” 

“He will not say that, sir. Only that he 
wishes to make speak with you.” 

“Oh, well—’ Don moved languidly 
down the hall. The door was closed. His 
thin face registered boredom, his favorite 
expression these days. He opened the door. 

A tremendous figure bulked there; a man 
more than six feet in height and of amazing 
shoulder breadth. The man’s face was nat- 
urally pleasant, but there was a certain 
hardness about the eyes. 

Donald Logan shivered. One nerveless 
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hand went to his chin. His heavy mouth 
formed a word which came hoarsely. 

“Avery!” 

John nodded. He was staring at Logan, 
but his ears caught the sounds of merriment 
from within the apartment. 

“Party?” 

Don could not answer immediately. He 
had once been in an automobile wreck. 
There had been a sense of exhilaration in 
gliding at high speed along a smooth road. 
Then a crash, a sickening rending of steel, 
a scream. It had come suddenly—with hor- 
rid unexpectedness. It had made Don sick. 

He experienced the identical sensation 
now. He could almost hear the grinding 
crunch of steel. The phonograph music 
from behind him grated discordantly. He 
tried to take a grip on himself. His cheeks 
were pallid and he was trembling violently. 
He moistened his lips, but words would not 
come. He answered John Avery’s question 
with a terrified nod. 

Avery spoke softly. 

“Get rid of them. I want to talk with 
you.” 
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Don stared. But he did not argue. He 
motioned Avery to follow, and directed him 
to a little bedroom near the entrance. ‘Then 
he went to his living room. One of the 
guests greeted him jocosely: 

‘“Wha’s matter, ol? man? Look like you’d 
seen a ghost.” 

Don asked them to leave. They saw that 
something was violently wrong and the party 
spirit fled. They took hats and wraps and 
filed out of the door. Marcella Breen clung 
to him a moment. 

“Don—it’s nothing serious?” 

“No. For God’s sake, get out!” 

Frightened, she moved away. It seemed 
to him that she whimpered, as a dog would 
whimper under the lash. 

And when they had all gone, he walked 
into the room where the mountainous figure 
of John Avery stood impassively. 

“We will go in the other room now, Lo- 
gan. I fancy we have a good deal to say 
to each other.” 
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FROM the moment that John Avery 
brought to Logan a recognition of certain 
disaster, the man had been fighting to get 
a grip on himself. 

His brain functioned with lightning 
speed. In a flash he took stock of the situa- 
tion. The knowledge of what this meant 
came like a blow—a stunning, crushing 
blow. It marked the end of his ease and 
indolence; it meant that he was to be thrown 
back into the horrors of a hand-to-mouth 
existence and that his plight would be worse 
from the very fact that he had enjoyed 
luxury. 

There came to Don Logan the cunning 
and desperation of the cornered rat. It now 
flamed into fierce anger. —The man was not a 
physical coward. He possessed, in fact, a 
sort of indifference. And he knew something 
—the details of a certain condition. Naomi 
had told him, bit by bit, in the first flush 
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of their married romance when it seemed 
sacrilege to withhold from her husband any 
detail vitally affecting her own life. 

Don’s eyes narrowed speculatively behind 
the glasses. His lips pressed tightly to- 
gether. He surveyed Avery’s figure with 
something like scorn. He was none the less 
frightened, but it occurred to him that his 
own tactical position was well-nigh impreg- 
nable. Courage returned to him and when 
he seated himself opposite Avery in the liv- 
ing room it was with a hint of carefully 
cultivated insouciance. 

For perhaps a minute the two men stared 
at each other. Logan was grateful for that 
brief respite. His confidence was returning. 
The initial terror had fled and he was gath- 
ering himself for a clash of wills. 

Physically he was no match for Avery, but 
he had a contempt for the big man’s brain. 
For one thing, Avery was a sentimental idiot, 
and because of that Don felt that he held 
the whip hand. He was miserable, but there 
was more than a ray of hope in his misery. 

‘The smaller man was a creature of violent 
reactions. The very desperation of his situ- 
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ation gave him a confident insolence, now 
that the first shock of recognition had pass- 
ed, and it was he who broke the hostile 
silence. 

“Well,” he observed smoothly, “what 
about it?” 

John breathed deeply and let his huge 
figure settle back into the chair. There was 
a not unkind light in his gray eyes. 

“T’m here,” he remarked easily. 

“T see. Miracles always happen to the 
wrong people.” 

“So I understand. You don’t ask for de- 
tails, so I won’t give them.” 

Don’s confidence was mounting. ‘What 
are we going to do about ite” he inquired. 

“About what?” 

“Your return?” 

The man was amazing. Avery felt some- 
what at a loss. 

“The perfectly obvious thing,” he an- 
swered. “I shall, of course, take over my 
estate—” 

“Yese” Don’s eyebrows arched inquir- 
ingly. ‘You are sure of thatr” 

“Certainly.” 
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“Mmm!” A brief pause, and then, “You 
have seen Naomi?” 

“No. I figured it would be best to have a 
talk with you first.” 

Logan’s heart sang exultantly. That had 
been his single fear—that John had already 
seen Naomi. The man would not be difficult 
to handle. Naomi would have proved im- 
possible. He felt now that he commanded the 
situation, and he was converted from a weak- 
ling into a man of very definite power. His 
lips curled. 

“You were very wise,’ he remarked. 
“Very” 

“Thank you.” 

“T take it that Naomi does not even know 
yourare alive.’ 

‘Chat is correct,” 

“Who does knowe” 

“Ezekiel Brewster.” 

“That old crab!’ Logan removed his 
glasses, polished them with scrupulous care 
and returned them to his rather large nose. 
“Just what is it you wish to know, Avery?” 

“Everything. And most partcularly about 
you and Naomi.” 
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Logan studied him intently. “You know 
more than you hint,” he observed caustically. 
“Therefore, P1l start out by confessing that 
Naomi and I have quit.” 

“You are planning a divorce?” 

SENT Or” 

“Why note” 

“Because,” announced Logan with cool in- 
solence, “I prefer to remain married to 
here, 

“Why—if you don’t care for her?” 

“T may need some more money.” 

The eyes of the men met and held. Each 
realized that the issue had been squarely 
joined. But whereas Logan was tense and 
hard, Avery exhibited no symptom of emo- 
tion, unless one observed a vague glinting of 
steel in his eyes. 

“When it is known that I am alive, Naomi 
will not have any money.” 

“You will take it from here” 

“T won’t have to. She will return it to 
me, 

Don rose with a harsh laugh. ‘What a 
damned fool you are, Avery. There are sev- 
eral reasons why Naomi won’t return your 
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money. ‘The first reason is that she hasn’t 
got but about three hundred thousand dol- 
larscofit; left,” 

“And the rest?” 

ishaveciGy 

“T see. Do you fancy that it isn’t mine? 
The courts will take it from you.” 

Logan sneered. “No, they won't. Be- 
cause the courts won’t be asked to do so.” 

Instinct warned John to be on his guard. 
He did not change his position and his voice 
continued in its slow, friendly drawl. 

“Why note” 

“Because I say so!” Logan had gone mad 
with the sense of his own power. ‘“You’re 
dead, Avery—and you’re going to stay so. 
If you want a little money, enough to keep 
you going, I’ll give it to you.” 

“You are very kind.” 

“Don’t be sarcastic. And don’t think I’m 
a fool. I’m not discussing legal presump- 
tions or any other formal tommyrot. I’m 
merely stating a fact.” 

“Don’t you think I’d like to understand?” 

“T suppose so. Let me say in the first 
place that I have obtained possession of all 
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but three hundred thousand dollars of the 
money you left. I didn’t do it by underhand 
methods. I am still married to Naomi and 
intend to stay so. She and [I lived in this 
apartment together and therefore she cannot 
divorce me on the grounds of desertion, 
which is her only chance. And it suits my 
plans to continue to be her husband.” 

The man’s harshness caused Avery to shud- 
der. Logan could not interpret the sudden 
veiling of the big man’s eyes, else he would 
have trembled with physical fear. John 
merely nodded and bade him continue. 

“T know where I stand, Avery. All my 
life I’ve wanted money and luxury and posi- 
tion. I’ve got it now—and don’t you ever 
get the idea into your head that I’m going 
to let it go without an awful fight. It means 
too much to me.” 

“T see. But really, Logan, I don’t see what 
you can do about it.” 

“Ts that so? Well, I can explain so that 
even you will be satisfied.” 

“Suppose you do.” 

“Very well. But first, P11 tell you what 
you’re going to do after we've finished talk- 
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ing. You’re going to leave here—and dis- 
appear. You're not going to see Naomi— 
now or ever. I don’t know where you came 
from, but you’re going straight back there— 
and you’re going to stay.” 

MNVesr 

“Yes. Remember this: Naomi is not un- 
happy. I can’t say that she’s perfectly happy, 
either. But your staying is merely going to 
bring her a misery which she has not yet 
known.” 

Avery was puzzled. He saw that the man 
before him believed he was telling the truth. 
He sparred for time. 

“Why?” he inquired. 

“For several reasons. I'll come to them 
in a moment. I’m giving you all the bad 
news first. And I want to warn you not to 
try any physical force on me. I don’t scare 
easily, Avery. And I’m fighting for too big 
a stake. So just take my word for it that 
you'll have to do as I say.” 

“T can’t accept your word for that, Don— 
without knowing why?” 

Logan paced the room slowly. Suddenly 
he paused in front of the chair in which 
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the big man sat and stared down at him. 

“You love Naomi, don’t you?” 

John’s cheeks paled. ‘“Yes,” he answered 
without equivocation. 

“Your chief desire is to shield her?” 

“Certainly.” 

sei hatesettles-it.. Yow liedoras lorder,” 

“T still don’t understand.” 

Logan spoke harshly. “Youll do what I 
say because if you don’t you'll bring hope- 
less misery to Naomi.” 

“Ym afraid—” 

“Well, I’m not. And you'll understand 
aplenty by the time I’ve finished. At first, 
I thought I wouldn’t lay all my cards on the 
table. But I’ve changed my mind. I think 
you are level-headed enough to see that 
you’re not able to buck me.” 

Avery sensed tragedy. “Suppose you sit 
down and talk quietly,” he suggested. 
“There’s no need to get excited.” 

Don sank into a chair. “I?ll say this first,” 
he remarked softly; “I can’t do anything 
with you. But by the time I’ve finished talk- 
ing you'll understand this: That the first 
break you make—the first order of mine that 


105 


The Light Shines Through 


you disobey—Naomi will pay—and she'll 
pay in a way which will make you suffer 
keenly.” 

“You are sure?” 

“Absolutely. Not only that, Avery—but 
you'll kill your last chance of getting her.” 

Avery was controlling himself with an ef- 
fort. “Let’s have it all, Logan. Admitting 
that ’'m going to do whatever you say, it’s 
certainly reasonable for me to ask why, isn’t 
ite” 

“Tt is!” snapped Logan. “And I'll ex- 
plain.” 
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JOHN Avery presented a deceptive appear- 
ance as he lay back in his chair and watched 
Logan through half-closed eyes. He seemed 
lazy and somewhat sleepy, yet the brain be- 
hind those quiet orbs was far from idle. 
Avery understood Don Logan. He correctly 
interpreted the man’s hysterical bravado. It 
conveyed a message. It suggested caution. 
He knew that Logan was not bluffing. The 
man was too sure of himself, too certain 
that he held every trump. It was Avery’s 
cue to listen agreeably, to concur in Logan’s 
suggestions—and then to go off by himself 
and think. 

Logan bent forward in his chair and 
turned his sparkling eyes on Avery’s big 
figure. He spoke in harsh, grating tones. 

“Why did we move to the Coast?” he 
asked abruptly. 

John shook his head. “I’m sure I don’t 
know.” 
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“You know there must have been an excel- 
lent reason, don’t your” 

“Naturally.” 

“T knew it too. But I didn’t know what 
that reason was. Before we were married 
Naomi told me that she intended to insist 
on living here. She made me promise that 
I would not attempt to discover that reason.” 

“And you broke your promise?” 

“Hell, no!” The thick lips curled into a 
sneer. “I didn’t have to. She told me.” 

“T see—” Avery did not know that he was 
gripping the arms of his chair until his 
fingers were white. 

“It’s a pretty sordid story, Avery. I’m 
going to tell it to you as it came to me— 
and you can draw your own conclusions. 
Ready?” 

Ves,” 

“In the first place, Naomi has a sister. 
Surprised, aren’t your Frankly, so was I. 
Now get this: that sister is to Naomi what 
a daughter is to a mother. Her name is 
Hilda. And she’s a poor, weak, colorless 
sort of a woman. No pep. Washed out. 
But from the time they were orphaned, 
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Naomi—who happens to be two years 
younger—looked after Hilda and mothered 
her. I want you to understand that nothing 
in life means quite as much to Naomi as 
Hilda. I didn’t credit that at first, but I 
do now.” 

Avery nodded slowly. “I believe I can 
understand.” 

“Good. We've advanced that far then. 
Now it seems that before either of us knew 
Naomi, Hilda married. And the man she 
married must have been a bird. Naomi has 
told me the whole thing. He was one of 
those weak, nagging individuals who talked 
through his nose and had a grudge against 
life. He was soft and flabby—an under- 
sized, spiteful runt. Naomi bucked the mar- 
riage but Hilda was crazy about him—and 
they married. Hilda herself isn’t anything 
to boast about in the way of strength; this 
man was less than nothing. They made a 
great couple. 

“Of course, Naomi saw what was coming. 
Hilda was a competent stenographer. ‘The 
war was on then and there was plenty of 
work for her at good wages. And from the 
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third month of their married life, this fel- 
low Harris decided that he needn’t bother 
with menial toil. In other words, he just 
sat back and quit doing anything. 

“That was the beginning of their trouble. 
Naomi went to visit them and begged him to 
get a grip on himself. He merely whined 
and said that his health was bad. According 
to Naomi they lived a vicious life: one 
eternal round of privation, quarreling, dis- 
comfort, and always his eternal overtone of 
nagging. She said he whined. TU hand 
Naomi that much: she made me hate that 
fellow with her. 

“Queer thing, though. He didn’t actively 
mistreat Hilda. Just whined at her and 
nagged her and wouldn’t work. You ever 
been nagged, Avery?” 

“No-o. I don’t believe so.” 

“Then perhaps you won’t understand what 
happened. It didn’t happen in a day or a 
month—or even a year. It took three long, 
bitter years of increasing misery. Naomi 
was almost distracted. She begged Hilda to 
divorce the man, and he refused to consider 
such a thing, even had Hilda agreed. She 
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was like a prisoner, yet with a senseless per- 
versity, she refused to leave him. Harris 
must have come to hate Hilda. I believe 
that he kept her in a state of misery border- 
ing on insanity. Nothing she did was right 
(I’m giving you Naomi’s version now, and 
I believe her!). He took what money of 
hers he could get his hands on. He whined 
at her day and night. If he had beaten her 
or cursed her, things would have been dif- 
ferent. But he only nagged. Blah-blah- 
blah! Whine-whine-whine! She couldn’t 
get away from it. She’d come home ex- 
hausted at night after a hard day’s work— 
and he’d sit around all evening nagging, find- 
ing fault, criticizing.” 

Avery was keenly alert. He was looking 
at Logan through new eyes; the man talked 
vividly and with feeling. It was almost as 
though he himself suffered with the unfor- 
tunate sister of Naomi Craig. Logan drew a 
deep breath and started again. 

“The condition was intolerable. ‘Things 
got so that every time he opened his lips 
Hilda felt that she’d shriek. Naomi says she 
was afraid the girl would go crazy. And all 
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this time they were drifting from place to 
place. He always thought he had a good 
job waiting for him in some other town. 
There were weeks of hardship and privation 
—sometimes they didn’t have sufficient food 
to eat. Naomi sent them what she could. 
It’s a thing that we can’t understand—sitting 
here. We can’t grasp the growth of an in- 
sanity; we can’t sense her feeling that she 
was beating against invisible bars. Re- 
member, she couldn’t get away from him. 
Not for a minute. Night after night he 
nagged at her. He whined; she probably 
would have left him had he struck her. 
But he wasn’t that kind. Just a weakling; 
acryer. Hilda’s nerves got raw—just as raw 
as a piece of hurt flesh. She quivered when 
she looked at him. Naomi continued to try 
to persuade her to leave the man. For some 
unaccountable reason, she wouldn’t. 

“They drifted into a little city in Iowa. 
Place called Wintersburg. Things had been 
breaking pretty bad. Hilda’s physical 
health was terrible. She’d have been a victim 
to nervous prostration if she’d been able to 
afford such a luxury. They went to a cheap 
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boarding house: a rough, uncouth place 
where nobody knew anything about them— 
and didn’t care. They had a room way off 
in what had originally been an attic. 

“Hilda was on the ragged edge. She was 
tired, worn—and even hungry. I can under- 
stand her feelings: coming home at night 
from nerve-wracking work—tired in mind 
and body—to see this little chap sitting 
there comfortably, his acid tongue full of 
Criticism, his eyes hard, his body weak. 
Whining all the time. I see you’re aching 
alleover.-.1-did too,Avery.= You can feel 
that build up over a period of three years, 
can’t your With always the certainty that 
there was to be no end. 

“And then, one night in Wintersburg, it 
happened. Naomi isn’t very clear what it 
was. Hilda isn’t certain either about it. 
She admits, though, that Harris didn’t strike 
her. He didn’t even curse her. She was 
merely driven a little beyond the point where 
her mind was able to function sanely. 

“There was a cheap little revolver in the 
drawer of their battered old dresser. She 
shot him!” 
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His voice trailed off. Avery felt himself 
tingling. 

“And then—” 

“She dropped the gun and walked down 
the stairs. Evidently no one heard the shot. 
Hilda walked out of the house. She had the 
queer sanity of a crazy person. There was 
a fixity of purpose, a single obsessing idea. 
That was to reach Naomi. 

“She had a little money and she went to 
New York. Naomi says Hilda doesn’t re- 
member the trip, at all. She found Naomi 
and told the story. They checked up on 
Wintersburg. It had been a two-day story 
for the newspapers there. A strange couple 
had appeared and rented a room. They had 
been heard quarreling on several occasions. 
One morning the man’s body was found— 
and the woman had disappeared. A true bill 
was returned by the Grand Jury and Hilda 
Harris was duly indicted. Then, because it 
was a mean, sordid thing, and because the 
police found no clue, the case was forgotten. 

“Hilda was afraid to remain with Naomi. 
Remember, the person who has committed 
such a deed reads accusation in the glance of 
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every stranger. There was a terrible fear 
that an effort would be made to trace her. 
The thing was the most horrible event of her 
life. It never occurred to her that it could 
be forgotten. They were afraid that they'd 
discover Naomi was her sister and so track 
her down. Naomi sent her as far away as 
possible. To Los Angeles. She took the 
name of Prentice—Ethel Prentice. She’s 
working here as a stenographer and boarding 
at a cheap little place down town. And that, 
Avery—is why Naomi wished to live near 
Los Angeles—to be near the sister whom she 
loves more than any thing or anybody in the 
world.” 

Avery was impressed; he was shocked by 
the story and amazed by Logan’s dramatic 
powers. And then he watched a strange met- 
amorphosis. He saw the man turn from the 
sympathetic narrator of a tragedy into the 
shrewd, selfish, calculating wastrel. 

“That, Avery, is the reason you will con- 
tinue to be dead. That is precisely why you 
will make no attempt to recover the money 
which you willed to Naomi.” 

The big man was glad that the conversa- 


115 


The Light Shines Through 


tion had come back to this ground. He re- 
alized that he must proceed carefully. 
“Whye” 

“Because,” explained Logan coldly, “be- 
cause if Hilda should be arrested now, the 
chances are she’d be convicted. She might 
have been convicted then. Remember, the 
man never struck her—he was not brutal. 
And it is very difficult to make a jury un- 
derstand that killing can be justified by nag- 
ging. We understand, Avery—but a jury 
wouldn’t. Especially after all these years. 
It seemed a sordid little newspaper story 
then; but the arrest of the sister of the 
wealthy Mrs. Donald Logan on a charge of 
murder would make excellent copy. It 
would ruin Hilda, and, I believe, wreck 
Naomi’s life. You can judge of that as well 
acal-can, “Am I righte” 

“IT believe you are,” responded Avery 
slowly. “And the thing you threaten is—?” 

“Just this.’ Logan had risen. His heav- 
ily featured face reflected absolute implaca- 
bility. “If you do not do exactly what I 
say, I shall crack down on Naomi. You will 
get what you want—and you'll ruin her by 
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and I’m going to see the thing through. 
You’ve got your choice: either drop out— 
or bring misery to the woman you pretend 
to love. Which will it bee” 

The big man met Logan’s eyes squarely. 
His voice was flat and even. 

“T reckon there’s nothing for me to do, 
Logan,” he answered quietly, “except to hear 
your orders and obey them.” 

“Good!” Logan was smiling. He had 
hoped for victory without anticipating that 
it would come this easily. “I thought you’d 
see things that way.” 

“There’s no other way that I can figure, 
Logan.” 

“Of course not. The first order is this: 
You are not, under any circumstances, to 
see Naomi or let her know that you are 
alive.” 

Avery frowned. ‘“Whyr” 

“Because where so-called honor is con- 
cerned, she is demented. In spite of all the 
misery it would mean to her and to Hilda, 
she’d insist that you take back the money you 
lice 
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“I see— But how would that bring un- 
happiness to Hildar” 

“Because,” snapped Don, “I’d warn her 
that the minute she took any such step, I’d 
get in touch with the authorities at Winters- 
burg, Iowa, and have Hilda dragged on the 
carpet. She’d know I wasn’t bluffing, but 
she’d do it anyway.” 

“And youe” 

Logan’s bleak eyes fixed unwaveringly on 
Avery’s face. 

“T’d do what I threaten.” 

The big man nodded. “I believe you 
would,” he murmured. ‘“You’re just about 
that type.” 

“I’m not a bluffer, and I’m going to carry 
this thing through. It means too much to 
me. But enough of that. You are not to see 
Naomi.” 

“Suppose I run across her by accident?” 

“Makes no difference. The result will be 
the same. Once she knows you're alive, 
there'll be no stopping her.” He was quiet 
for a moment. ‘The second order is that 
you lay off me. I don’t want any private 
detectives trailing me.” 
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“You’re very explicit, at any rate, Logan.” 

“It’s my time to be. If a single thing goes 
wrong I’m entirely out of luck.” 

“And my position?” 

“T’m not thinking of you. T’ll give you a 
reasonable amount of money to get out and 
stay out.” 

‘‘No-o.” Avery shook his head quietly. 
“Tm afraid I couldn’t let you pay me with 
my own money, Logan. I’d feel a sense of 
embarrassment. As for doing what you ask: 
I rather think that I shall, so long as condi- 
tions remain as they are. I am sufficiently in- 
telligent to realize that you have the upper 
hand. If it were simply myself—” 

“Tt isn’t. I wish I could really make you 
understand the bond between Naomi and 
Palda-? 

“You have made me understand it. For 
once in your worthless life, I actually ad- 
mired you. You tell a story exceedingly 
well—and very graphically. If it’s any sat- 
isfaction to you, I’ll give you my word of 
honor that you have convinced me.” 

Don’s face flushed with the compliment. 
Always susceptible to flattery, this tribute 
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from a man whom he respected in spite of 
himself caused him to tingle with pleasure. 

“T’m not trying to be unreasonable, Avery. 
But I’m desperate. I couldn’t go back to 
where I was. It was hard enough before. 
It would be impossible now.” 

“But the thing might be arranged,” sug- 
gested John. “You certainly don’t plan to 
remain married to Naomi?” 

“T certainly do. Why should I divorce 
her? And she can’t divorce me.” 

“Not even for parties like I glimpsed here 
to-night?” 

“Not even for those,” answered the smaller 
man. “There are no grounds for divorce 
in those parties. And if there were, it 
couldn’t be proved.” 

“T suppose not. You would be careful.” 

“You're mighty right I would. No, Avery; 
the situation boils down to this: Ive got 
things where I want them and I intend to 
keep them there. The only way out would 
be for you and me to make a deal whereby 
you would give me a certain sum of 
money—” 

“No,” Avery spoke frigidly. “I'd like to 
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do that, but I’m afraid it’s impossible. I 
couldn’t quite bring myself to buy out. I’m 
content to lose—but I wouldn’t have a lot of 
self-respect left if I dickered with you in 
dollars and cents.” 

“The more fool you! At any rate, if you 
ever change your mind (and you will) you'll 
know where to find me. Meanwhile, I want 
to warn you that the first intimation I get 
that you’re snooping around, or having me 
shadowed—or that Naomi has learned you’re 
alive—I’ll start in. It will be financial suicide 
for me, Avery, but it'll put Naomi a long way 
out of your reach, and I know that she’s the 
one you’re thinking of.” 

The cheeks of the big man were pallid. 
“Can’t we leave that angle out of the discus- 
sion?” 

Logan shrugged. “If you wish,” he said 
in a half sneer. “I’m not naturally as chiv- 
alrous as you. But before you go, I want 
to repeat one thing: In case you question the 
strength of my position, go to some person 
and put the case up to him hypothetically. 
Give the details of the Wintersburg situa- 
tion. Let it be suddenly discovered after all 
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these years that the mysterious boarding- 
house killing was committed by the sister of 
the woman who is now the wife of the 
wealthy Donald Logan. Let the story break 
in Wintersburg and watch the wild scramble 
to get on the first page and stay there. 
See it, Avery. And put yourself in front of 
twelve dumb jurymen. Try to fancy your- 
self attempting to convince those twelve good 
men and true that a woman was justified in 
killing her husband because he whined at 
her. Try to explain why she ran away and 
has hidden out for all these years. Think 
it over, Avery—and you'll see that if Hilda 
got less than twenty years in the peniten- 
tiary she’d simply be lucky. ‘Then figure 
what that would mean to Naomi.” 

Avery rose. “You make it quite clear, 
Logan. I appreciate your somewhat brutal 
frankness.” 

“And you’ll do as I wish?” 

Avery smiled a slow, twisted smile. “As 
I said before—I really have no choice in 
the matter.” 

He bowed formally and was gone. Once 
on the street he walked with great space- 
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eating strides toward a near-by park. Then, 
under the trees, he bared his head and drew 
a deep breath as though to free his lungs 
of the apartment’s fetid atmosphere. 

“The thing to determine now,” he re- 
flected grimly, “is what I shall do first.” 
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DuRING the ensuing twenty-four hours, 
John Avery gave himself over to a siege of 
intensive thought. Strangely enough, he did 
not doubt Logan’s story. 

Of course, he intended to check up on 
it as far as he could. Meanwhile, he ac- 
cepted it as fact. Another thing he recog- 
nized was Logan’s desperation. ‘The man 
was weak, yet he possessed a contradictory 
vein of strength. He was selfishly unyield- 
ing. Avery did not doubt for an instant 
that he would not hesitate to bring misery 
to Naomi as revenge for anything he—Av- 
ery—might do. 

During the interview with Naomi’s hus- 
band, John had appeared to acquiesce. Yet 
he was not of the supine type. He had no 
idea of quitting; no thought of sitting back 
and permitting another man unworthily to 
enjoy his fortune and at the same time cause 
everlasting misery to the woman Avery loved. 
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He knew, however, that he dared not make 
a single misstep, Admitting that Logan had 
stated honestly the situation in the Iowa city, 
there was no question that his conclusions 
were soundly drawn. There would be a 
fanfare of rotten publicity and the public 
would discover that it had been outraged. 
Ten or twenty years in the penitentiary for 
Hilda! Misery unutterable for Naomi! 

Eventually an idea came to John Avery. 
He sent for the effervescent little detective 
whom he had previously employed. Ellis 
Wasson breezed into the hotel room, his 
chubby, round face beaming, his fat little 
body quivering with friendly excitement. 

“Aaah!” he murmured in his ridiculously 
extravagant manner. “The great capitalist, 
once more in need of information, sends for 
the world’s greatest sleuth. ‘I am in trouble,’ 
he said moodily, ‘and must needs call upon 
you for help.’ ‘It is my pleasure,’ retorted 
the detective. “The world is my oyster and 
I’m fond of stew.’ And now, Mister Avery— 
what will you?” 

“This time, Wasson, it’s very simple and 
even more confidential.” 
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“T never told anybody anything in my 
life—and they wouldn’t understand it if I 
did, I’d be so discreet.” 

“Good. In the first place, I’m leaving for 
a brief trip to New York. Taking the morn- 
ing train. TIl be back in a week or ten 
days. While I’m gone, I want you to lo- 
cate for me a Miss or Mrs. Ethel Prentice, 
who boards in a modest place somewhere 
down town. I merely want her address and 
the name of the firm which employs her. 
No one must, under any circumstances, sus- 
pect that inquiries are being made about her. 
That is vital. When I get back here, you 
can give me the dope.” 

“Okay! The info shall be awaiting you 
and nobody won’t know nothing.” 

They chatted a few minutes before the 
breezy little man departed. Avery found 
himself grinning. Queer chap—but unques- 
tionably efficient. 

He made his reservation through the hotel 
porter, and packed his suit cases. That night 
he telephoned Don. 

“Just wanted to let you know I’m pulling 
out in the morning, Logan.” 
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“That sounds sensible.” Avery detected 
the note of vast relief in the man’s voice. 
“Where tor” 

“New York probably.” 

“And then?” 

“T don’t know. Merely called because I 
figured you’d like to know.” 

Logan’s voice came back cheerfully. “I 
knew already, Avery.” 

“You knewe” 

“Certainly. I have ways of finding out.” 

Avery was puzzled as he replaced the 
receiver. He believed Logan was lying, but 
he wasn’t sure. It was reasonable to suspect 
that Logan would have him watched. The 
man was playing for tremendous stakes. And 
yet— A grimsmile came to the big man’s lips. 

As a matter of fact, Logan had lied. The 
idea of telling Avery that he was being 
shadowed was inspirational and he was 
chuckling with satisfaction as he left the 
telephone. 

A ravishing blonde creature was sitting on 
the couch gazing at him with big, sleepy 
violet eyes. He strutted before her, exces- 
sively well pleased with himself. 
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“T just pulled rather a neat coup, Mar- 
cella,” explained Don. 

Her eyes unveiled slowly and caressed him 
with a queer, catlike glance. “It had some- 
thing to do with your wifer” she asked jeal- 
ously. 

“My! How observant you’re getting.” He 
rested his hand on her mass of golden hair. 
“You’re keen, Marcella. But this time 
you’re only half right.” 

She did not look directly at him. She 
did not want him to see that her eyes were 
blazing. “I hate her!” she flashed. 

“Whye” 

“Because she is your wife.” 

“Silly puss! I haven’t seen her for two 
months.” 

Avery’s train left for the east the follow- 
ing morning. During the long, tedious 
journey across the country, he had plenty of 
time for thinking. 

And there was considerable food for 
thought. He weighed the situation from 
every angle and found himself moving out 
of one cul-de-sac into another. But above 
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all of his doubt and worry and uncertainty, 
a single thought flared triumphantly. 

Naomi and Don were not in love with 
each other. He gathered from Logan him- 
self that Naomi’s infatuation had turned to 
hatred. Or worse. She evidently despised 
the man—held him in contempt. 

Avery could not stifle the feeling of tri- 
umph which that knowledge brought him. 
He had nothing to do with it. They had 
married—and they could not be happy to- 
gether. For the first time since he himself 
had fallen in love with Naomi, he felt that 
there was a genuine chance for him. 

He realized now that the chance was re- 
mote. He himself cared nothing for money. 
He would have liked to go to her and agree 
that Logan was to be permitted to keep 
what he had in exchange for a divorce. But 
he knew that she would never agree to such 
a course. He visioned her tiny, regal figure; 
the proud carriage of her dainty head; the 
flashing brown eyes. Not Naomi! She 
would not accept halfway measures. ‘The - 
fortune was his—and she’d see that it was 
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returned to him, regardless of whether or 
not she suffered. 

An odd situation. Every factor in Logan’s 
favor—even the fact that he was Naomi’s 
husband. Of course he wouldn’t divorce 
her. That was his most powerful weapon. 
John’s teeth were pressed tightly together. 
He was oppressed by a sense of desperation 
—and futility. He must be careful; he must 
be content to make haste slowly. But he 
must do something. 

Ezekiel Brewster listened to his story with 
gimlet eyes boring into the tanned young 
face of his client. At its conclusion he fired 
a single terse question: 

“What are you going to do about itr” 

Avery spread his hands. ‘“That’s what I 
came to New York to ask you.” 

“Humph! A fine mess it is.’ The thin 
face of the attorney grew bitter. “What in 
God’s name did she ever see in that conceited 
assP” 

“T don’t know. But she saw something and 
if she’s been cured—” 

“Oh! for goodness’ sake, don’t start prat- 
tling sentiment again. I abhor it. Sure, an 
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idiot like yourself would be happy to know 
he had a chance. Even if it did cost him a 
million dollars and a world of worry. A 
man like you doesn’t deserve anything.” 

“I’m apparently about to get my deserts 
then.” 

“Don’t be funny, young man. Let me 
see. JI can check up on that Iowa affair, 
of course.” 

“Quietly?” 

“What do you think I am: an absolute 
jackass? Sometimes I believe this Logan 
has more brains in his little finger than you 
have in your head. It’s a certainty that he 
has been pretty keen in sizing up the situa- 
tion. Try that woman now before such a 
jury as you’d get out there, and she wouldn’t 
have a chance. Not a chance.” 

Avery watched the wizened old fellow 
for a few moments. He saw the thin hands 
jerk spasmodically. 

“Only one thing to do,” snapped Brewster. 
“T’ve got friends in New York—and they’ve 
got friends. Vl work through those chan- 
nels to get an introduction to the district 
attorney at Wintersburg. Ill make him 
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appreciate the equities. Have the case nol. 
prossed. Then Logan can go to the devil.” 

“T figured you’d do something of the sort.” 

“Don’t think it will be easy. It won't! 
Hard as all tarnation. Maybe the district 
attorney will prove to be a cheap political 
spellbinder. If so, all bets are off. He might 
be r’aring to get a little national publicity. 
But the chances are, if we go at him right, 
he’ll see which side the bread of justice is 
buttered on. And JI don’t mean bribery. 
We'll make him see that the woman was 
justified. Might do that in private—where 
we'd never make anybody understand it in 
court. Think I can succeed if he’s the right 
sort of fellow. And I wouldn’t tackle it if I 
didn’t think it was honest and ethical. Lots 
of cases like that—acquit where a conviction 
ought to come. Vice versa. Out of court— 
that’s the way to fight this thing.” 

‘““And meanwhile we must see that Logan 
doesn’t suspect.” 

“Exactly. If he found out there was any- 
thing in the wind, he’d fire the first broad- 
side. It would make all the difference in 
the world. District attorney couldn’t keep 
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it quiet then. Public would get bloodthirsty. 
Everything would be ruined. And she’d 
deserve it—Mrs. Logan, I mean—not her 
sister. 

“Any woman who could marry a man like 
Logan— Anyway, she did. Got no sympathy 
for her. Not much, at any rate. Uh-huh! 
That’s our plan. I'll start the ball rolling. 
Keep in touch with you. What are you plan- 
ninge” 

“IT want to discuss that. I have Ellis 
Wasson checking up on the sister. I under- 
stand she’s a stenographer and that she lives 
in a boarding house. She and Naomi 
naturally are letting the Iowa affair prey on 
their minds, and they’re afraid to live to- 
gether for fear detectives are watching 
Naomi to find out where Hilda is.” 

“Of course they’d think that. Guess any 
one would who had killed a person.” 

“T think I’m going back to Los Angeles. 
Quietly. Try to keep Logan from knowing 
I’m there. And it was my idea to try to 
board in the same house Hilda is living.” 

“Arn’t you afraid of meeting Mrs. Logane” 

“No-o. I don’t believe so. She wouldn’t 
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go there. And J’ll take an assumed name. 
No one will suspect who I am. I'll probably 
pose as an insurance salesman. And I’ll try 
to become friendly with Hilda.” 

“Why?” 

“T don’t know. I can’t be definite at this 
stage of the proceedings. ‘The principal 
thing, though, is that I'll be rather on the 
inside track. Il be able to watch and if 
Logan tries anything, T’ll be on the spot. 
What do you think of the idea?” 

The slawyer- studied® ‘reflectively; "It 
doesn’t sound so bad. I rather agree with 
you that it is the last place in the world 
you’d meet Mrs. Logan. And of course, so 
long as this Hilda person wasn’t worried, 
you’d know pretty well that Logan was not 
pulling anything funny with her. Yes, young 
man—it seems that perhaps you’ve had an 
idea that is worth something. I’d say go 
ahead.” 

“Fine! I’m awfully glad you agree—” 

‘Because you were going to do it any- 
way, eh?” 

“No-o. Perhaps not.” 

“Fiddlesticks! You couldn’t keep away 
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from that city. Not you! Fortunate for you 
you've got a soft-hearted, sympathetic attor- 
ney.” 

“Tt is,” agreed Avery seriously. “I knew 
you'd understand.” 

“Rot! All I understand is that you’re a 
fool and she is a bigger one. Meanwhile, 
get on back there—send me your address and 
your assumed name, and I'll keep in touch 
with you. To-morrow I start pulling wires.” 

John Avery rose, a huge and impressive 
figure in the half light of the private office. 
Ezekiel Brewster looked up at him quizzi- 
cally. 

“One question I’d like to ask you, John?” 

“What is it?” 

“How the devil did you keep from spank- 
ing Loganr” 

Avery threw back his head and laughed. 

“To tell the truth, Brewster, restraining 
myself was the hardest thing I ever did.” 
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Mrs. Hildebrand’s boarding house was 
respectable. Mrs. Hildebrand herself ad- 
mitted the fact. It was so aggressively 
respectable that a person of acute sensibilities 
could readily become oppressed with the air 
of implacable decency prevailing. 

Balancing the scales, Mrs. Hildebrand set 
an excellent table and kept the rooms im- 
maculately clean. Vacancies were infrequent 
in her establishment, and it was therefore 
a sheer matter of luck that a certain young 
gentleman who called himself Arthur Keyes 
should have been admitted to the third-floor 
front within three days after filing his 
application. 

Mr. Keyes, who was very large and dis- 
tinctly prepossessing, stated that he rep- 
resented a large New York law firm which 
was interested in a real-estate development 
near Los Angeles. He told the distinctly 
ample Mrs. Hildebrand that he’d be in Los 
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Angeles for two or three months—and per- 
haps longer. 

In the privacy of his room Mr. Keyes 
wrote a long but guarded letter to Ezekiel 
Brewster in New York. He signed it “John 
Avery.” 

It was John’s initial boarding-house ex- 
perience and he found it interesting. Among 
the “paying guests” were two young musi- 
cians: one a violinist and the other a pianist, 
both of whom aspired to great things and 
actually eked out a meager existence by 
functioning as orchestra in a very small 
neighborhood picture house. ‘There were 
two girls—who appeared at dinner only— 
from Ohio. John thought that they were 
two of the prettiest girls he had ever seen. 
They had invaded Los Angeles with the idea 
of becoming screen stars. They were fresh 
and unspoiled and possessed of adequate—if 
limited—means. Later he learned that they 
occasionally landed work as extras. He was 
amazed that their ambition never flagged, 
and that daily rebuffs served only to whet 
their determination. 

At first these two girls became quite ex- 
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cited over the new Mr. Keyes. ‘They ap- 
praised him as one fired by their own ambi- 
tion and were distinctly disappointed to 
learn that he was a mere real-estate man. 
“Tt’s a shame,” averred one with disconcert- 
ing directness. “A big he-man like you 
should be in the movies.” 

John maintained that he wasn’t interested 
in becoming an actor and didn’t believe he 
would be very good at it. In response to 
which, in the privacy of their room, the 
blonde girl exclaimed to her brunette friend: 

“Did you ever see any one more ravishing! 
So big and powerful and tanned—and every- 
thing. And what a smile! It would screen 
like a million dollars—so slow and gentle 
and spreading gradually to his eyes. Couldn’t 
you just see him playing the part of a tolerant 
husband whose wife is living beyond their 
means and running around with cookie- 
pushers and his heart is breaking, and all he 
does is stay at home and play with the baby 
because he yearns for a home, and—” 

“Uh-huh! But I’m sleepy. And anyway, 
he’s a dumbbell.” 
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“Oh, Agnes! How can you even think 
such a thing!” 

“Because I’ve watched him for an entire 
week, and he doesn’t seem interested in any- 
body in the house but that washed-out Miss 
Prentice. And I’m simply saying that a man 
who can lose his head about that funny 
Woman is no he-man.” 

“She isn’t funny. She’s real nice.” 

“Sure. Nice and old. And with all the 
pep of a cold, half-eaten hot dog. I haven’t 
got a thing against Miss Prentice. I guess 
she’s an awfully competent stenographer. But 
as man-bait she’s Q-minus.”’ 

The other girl sighed deeply. “She can’t 
be. Not if that gorgeous Mr. Keyes is 
interested in her.” 

Avery would have been amazed to know 
that his interest in Hilda had aroused any 
comment. He was not adroit. His initial 
glimpse of Hilda brought with it a distinct 
shock. ‘The dining table had been half filled 
when he entered the room. Mrs. Hildebrand 
punctiliously introduced him to each person 
present. And then, as each of the other 
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boarders came into the saps room, the 
ceremony was repeated. 

Almost the last one to enter was Hilda. 
John, considerably embarrassed by the atten- 
tion paid to him, knew instantly that it was 
Hilda. There was no mistaking the fact that 
she was Naomi’s sister. They were alike— 
yet startling different. 

He knew that Hilda was only two years 
older than Naomi, but she looked ten. She 
was slightly taller, and her figure was in- 
clined to angularity, yet it required little 
imagination to see that originally hers had 
been the same exquisitely delicate curves 
which made Naomi so delectable. 

But chiefly it was the eyes which riveted 
his attention. They were Naomi’s eyes: big 
and round and deep brown. Yet where 
Naomi’s eyes flashed and danced and reflected 
every emotion, Hilda’s lacked luster. They 
were not dead but they were tragic, as though 
they had gazed upon life and found the 
sight unpleasant. They were human and 
understanding—but one gathered that they 
had seen too much and were tired. Very, 
very tired. 
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She was dressed with painful neatness, in a 
blue dress of so dark a shade as to appear 
black, with a touch of white at the collar and 
cuffs. She wore no jewelry of any sort save 
for a simple and unpretentious wrist watch. 
She was not drab, and was not—as the little 
movie girl had dubbed her—‘washed out.” 
John fancied that she had been, but now she 
moved with a certain quiet poise—a poise 
utterly different from Naomi’s vivacity, yet 
strangely remindful of her vivid sister. 

Hilda gave the impression that she was 
removed from the petty ambitions and hopes 
of her associates. She was studiously cour- 
teous and steadfastly aloof. When she smiled, 
it was only with her lips. The big brown 
eyes remained quiet and sad. 

There was a tragic appeal about her. John 
sensed it instantly, and for the first time 
fathomed the depths of affection which 
bound Naomi to her sister. He wondered if 
she would ever smile again. He saw that she 
was deeply introspective and he appraised for 
himself the extent of the misery she must 
have suffered since the Iowa tragedy many 
years before. He saw points of striking 
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similarity between Hilda and Naomi, and he 
saw that whereas Naomi might have been 
able to shake off a certain amount of depres- 
sion, this woman would let it eat into her 
soul. 

His progress was maddeningly slow. Yet 
within a week Hilda had roused his interest 
to the point where he shared Naomi’s feel- 
ings. Hilda inspired him with the protec- 
tive urge. Without saying a word, she spoke 
of cruel buffetings, and he believed that she 
had stood very nearly all that she was cap- 
able of standing. 

He forced himself to be content with 
making haste slowly. At breakfast and 
dinner he addressed occasional remarks to 
her. ‘Twice, in the evening, when she sat on 
the veranda, he lounged on the railing and 
smoked a cigarette while he chatted with her 
about innocuous things like the weather and 
the beauty of the adjacent mountains. 

With the passing of the days he detected 
the awakening of a shy friendliness. Her 
guard was down. Her lonely heart could 
not help but go out to this big, friendly man 
who—himself—seemed to be utterly out of 
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the picture. One evening he started down 
the front steps, then turned and called to her: 

“I’m just going to the drug store for some 
cigars, Miss Prentice. Like to go alonge” 

She flushed—and accepted. She was con- 
scious of a strange elation as she walked 
beside the massive figure of the man who 
called himself Keyes. This was the first 
person with whom she had been on terms of 
friendship in many years. It was inevitable 
that she should respond. 

They chatted idly. He bought his cigars 
and invited her to have an ice-cream soda. 
They returned to Mrs. Hildebrand’s and sat 
on the veranda for another hour. Then he 
rose and excused himself—pleaded pressure 
of work. As he passed into the house he 
noticed that her eyes were brighter. It was 
almost as though she had suddenly discovered 
that she was alive. 

Avery was delighted. It had been a 
tedious pull, but it seemed that his efforts 
were to be crowned with success. He delib- 
erated on the situation and cautioned himself 
against trying to progress too speedily. And 
so the next night he went out and did not 
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see her after supper. He sat alone on a 
park bench for two hours, then returned to 
the boarding house. The night after that 
he talked with her on the veranda for a 
while and the evening following invited her 
to attend a picture with him. 

He saw a startled light flash in her eyes 
for a moment. Her cheeks flushed—then 
paled. And finally she gave a nervous little 
laugh. 

“Very well, Mr. Keyes. Only—well, I 
don’t go to pictures very often.” 

“Tf you’d rather not—” 

“Oh! JI didn’t mean that!’ She was 
afraid she had hurt him. “I want to go— 
really. If you'll just wait until I get my 
hat—” 

That evening definitely marked the be- 
ginning of their friendship. And if its prog- 
ress was slow, it was nevertheless positive. 

Under John’s influence, Hilda brightened. 
The change in her came imperceptibly. It 
was as though she had been out of the sun- 
light for so long that she was afraid to trust 
herself to the glare. There was a reticence 
about her which Avery scrupulously re- 
spected. 
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He was elated. He knew that he was 
sufficiently close to her that, should anything 
transpire to cause worry, he would be able to 
detect it. And he was fond of the girl. Ina 
way, it was like being with Naomi, only it 
was inconceivable that there could be only 
two years’ difference in their ages. 

For nearly a month their friendship 
ripened. ‘Their conversation was always in- 
consequential. She told him a trifle of her 
work down town, but he studiously refrained 
from questioning her, and on several occa- 
sions he managed to turn the conversation 
away from the past. He spoke of himself 
lightly and casually. He said little and there- 
fore explained nothing. He kept in his role 
of real-estate investigator. 

For the first time since the days before her 
tragic marriage, Hilda had a friend: a big, 
kindly, likeable sort of chap who made her 
loneliness a trifle more bearable. She was 
happier than she knew. She had inured her- 
self to loneliness and now she dreaded to 
return to it. 

There was a ray of sunshine in her life— 
just a meager little ray. 

And then—quite suddenly—it disappeared! 
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FOLLOWING the first flush of terror which 
attended John Avery’s return, Don Logan 
experienced a feeling of exultation. He was 
at the station when Avery departed for the 
east and watched the big man board the 
train—although he himself did not leave his 
luxurious sport roadster. 

There followed a fortnight of wild parties. 
In the course of this continued revelry, 
another woman took a place in his life—a 
woman utterly different from the slim and 
sinuous Marcella Breen. 

Lisa Verner was Marcella’s antithesis. She 
was short and plump to chubbiness. Whereas 
Marcella was stately, Lisa was vivacious. 
She was not at all pretty, but neither was 
she negative. Her eyes were twin wells of 
mischief and wickedness. She had a light- 
ning tongue and a wit to match. She dom- 
inated every gathering with her rapier wit 
and her utter disregard for convention and 
opinion. 
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She was frankly and unblushingly a gold- 
digger. Yet she had a disarming method of 
approach. She told Don that she loved him 
for his money. She flattered him by in- 
direction. She was one moment clinging and 
alluring—and the next aloof and provocative. 
She was a gamin, but an attractive one. She, 
too, had tried to break into the movies and 
with ill success. At present she was earning 
a somewhat precarious livelihood as enter- 
tainer in a second-class cabaret. 

It was a contradiction of the man’s charac- 
ter that Don should be attracted to her. Or- 
dinarily he did not like women who refused 
to bend admiringly before his supposed eru- 
dition. Lisa merely laughed at him, yet he 
could not banish her from his mind. He and 
Marcella had more than one stormy scene 
in which Lisa was the chief subject of 
conversation. 

Marcella was desperately in love with the 
selfish, shallow Don. In that love she was 
unselfish. She hated Lisa with a deep and 
primitive hatred. Her feelings toward 
Naomi were becoming impersonal. Naomi 
was merely Don’s wife—and besides, they 


147 


The Light Shines Through 


had separated. Therefore Marcella’s senti- 
ments regarding Naomi were kindly and 
tolerant. But each thought of Lisa Verner 
turned her into a raging, clawing tigress. 

Don was a trifle frightened, but highly 
flattered. It appealed to his superlative 
vanity that a woman should exhibit so deep 
an affection for him. He treated Marcella 
coldly, and thereby succeeded in fanning the 
flames of her affection into a white-hot blaze. 
He was really very well pleased with himself. 

The situation amused him for a month. 
Then he found his mind reverting more and 
more to the fact that his position was not in- 
vulnerable. 

He believed he was safe. He designated 
Avery as a sentimental fool and had small 
doubt that the man would not risk bringing 
unhappiness to Naomi. As for the woman 
whom he had married—she did not worry 
him. He learned that she had sublet the 
house in Pasadena and taken a modest apart- 
ment in Los Angeles. That suited him ex- 
cellently, inasmuch as it eliminated her last 
forlorn chance of substantiating a charge of 
desertion against him. She had lived with 
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him in his Los Angeles apartment and she 
had left the home which they had shared in 
Pasadena. Whatever desertion there had 
been technically was on her part. 

But the passing of time served only to 
increase his nervousness regarding John 
Avery. During long hours of solitary 
thought he was oppressed by the horror of 
what it would mean to be stripped suddenly 
of all the luxury to which he had become so 
fondly accustomed. The contemplation 
of that possibility was chilling. He felt that 
he had been too lax. He should have exer- 
cised greater vigilance. He began to worry 
about where Avery had gone and what he 
was doing. 

He thought of himself in Avery’s position. 
He realized that the man had acquiesced too 
readily. Avery wasn’t the spineless type; he 
wasn’t the sort of man to permit another to 
tread upon him without fighting back. The 
more Don thought of it, the more distraught 
he became. 

He engaged a detective agency to investi- 
gate Avery’s New York trip. The investi- 
gation consumed an inordinate length of 
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time and was not satisfactory. For more 
than a month he heard nothing—and then 
merely that a man answering the description 
he had given had arrived in New York and 
several times visited at the offices of Ezekiel 
Brewster. ‘Then he had disappeared. 

Logan became convinced that Avery was 
in Los Angeles. He had no way of finding 
out whether the man had gotten in touch with 
Naomi, although he was ready to admit that 
his fear in that line was unfounded since he 
knew Naomi well enough to understand that 
he would have heard of it—most un- 
pleasantly—tong since. 

He deliberated carefully. And then a new 
thought came to him—a horrid fear. He 
had, perhaps, told too much about Hilda. 
In his effort to impress Avery with the 
strength of his own position he had been un- 
necessarily explicit He made a private 
investigation in Los Angeles. 

The report on that investigation was 
thoroughly disconcerting. He learned that 
a man of the type described had been a 
boarder at Mrs. Hildebrand’s for more than 
two months and that he and the woman who 
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called herself Ethel Prentice had been ex- 
ceedingly friendly. 

Logan put the house under personal sur- 
veillance. On the second evening of his 
vigil, he was rewarded—and frightened. He 
saw a couple leave the house and walk to- 
ward the neighborhood movie theatre. The 
woman was Hilda—the man, Avery. 

Logan returned to his apartment in white 
heat. Marcella was there and he dismissed 
her curtly. She was suspicious, and accused 
him of having an engagement with Lisa 
Verner. She stormed and raged and he was 
too engrossed with his own troubles to pay 
any attention to her. He put her bodily out 
of the apartment. 

He fought down his impulse to carry his 
story immediately to the district attorney. 
That, he knew, would mark the end of his 
own happiness. The strength of his position 
lay in what he had the power to do. The 
minute he made a move—his power was gone. 

There was one relieving thought. It was 
a certainty that Avery had not put himself in 
touch with Naomi and did not intend to do 
so. The chief proof of that was the use of an 
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assumed name. That, he figured, was a 
safety factor in the event that Hilda casually 
mentioned to Naomi her friendship with the 
stranger. 

Logan breathed more easily. He at least 
had time in which to act, and he knew that 
his first move must be to end the friendship 
of Avery and Hilda. 

All during the night he sat alone and wide- 
eyed, one idea after another pounding 
through his brain. He smoked innumerable 
cigarettes and drank cup after cup of black, 
steaming coffee which he prepared for him- 
self in an electric percolator. And as the 
first gray finger of dawn crept over the 
eastern mountains, the plan came to him. He 
crept into bed and slept the sleep of utter 
exhaustion. 

It was mid-afternoon when he waked. The 
valet drew his bath and served him with 
breakfast. But now his brain was clear. His 
heavy-featured, sensuous face was hard. The 
eyes behind his thick-lensed glasses were 
stony. At four-thirty he was parked outside 
the office building where he knew Hilda was 
employed. 
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Shortly after five o’clock the building com- 
menced to disgorge its horde of tired workers. 
Logan waited impatiently, and at length es- 
pied Hilda’s slender figure in the crowd. He 
left his car quickly and stopped her. 

Instantly he noticed the change that had 
come over her. Her eyes had lost their 
haunted look; she walked more alertly and 
dressed with greater care. It was obvious 
that her interest in life had been reawakened. 

She was frightened by his curtness. 

“My car is here, Hilda. I want to talk 
with you.” 

Protest trembled on her lips, but fear drove 
back the words before they were uttered. 
Quivering with an apprehension of impend- 
ing disaster, she seated herself beside the 
man and he turned in the general direction 
of Santa Monica. 

For a long time, as he wended his way 
with daring skill through the maze of traffic 
and out toward the residential section, he 
did not speak. Occasionally she turned her 
eyes toward his face. In its profile she saw 
nothing reassuring. The heavy lips were 
tight set, the eyes gazed straight ahead. He 
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had removed his hat and the wind rumpled 
the long, blond silky hair of which he was 
so proud. | 

They passed through the Wilshire sec- 
tion—mile on mile of stately white houses on 
lawns of emerald velvet—but to-day she had 
no thought for the tranquil beauty of the 
scene. She knew that her meeting with 
Logan portended evil, and long before he 
opened his lips in explanation she had been 
reduced to a mental state of subjection—her 
mind dwelling on the nightmare of Winters- 
burg, Iowa. 

When he did speak, it was in a cold, 
precise voice which cut like a knife. 

“Seen anything of Naomi lately?” 

“No. That is, Don—not more than usual. 
I meet her for lunch every Monday.” 

“Just you twor Aloner” 

She looked at him in quick surprise. “Of 
course.” 

“What did you talk about last time you 
met?” 

She bit her lip. “TI don’t remember.” 

“Wintersburge” 

“Oh” 
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“Not Wintersburg, eh?” 

Terror gripped her and she turned toward 
him. “What is the matter, Don?” 

“Who said anything was the matter?” 

“No one said it. But there is. I can tell!” 

“Howe” he asked brutally. 

by VOur “mannerae You re allexcited. 
You didn’t meet me by accident.” 

“TI certainly did not. So you’re sure you 
and Naomi didn’t talk about Wintersburge” 

Harping on the tragedy again! She 
answered in a whisper, “No.” 

“Well,” he snapped cruelly, ‘“you’d better, 
the next time you get together.” 

It seemed that ice enveloped her heart. 
“Why e” 

“Because,” he snapped, “you’re making a 
fool of yourself. You’re putting your head 
in a noose—literally.” 

“Don—lI don’t understand.” 

“Of course you don’t. I'll explain. You’ve 
taken a new interest in life recently, haven’t 
your” 

“T don’t know.—What do you mean?” 

His words cracked. ‘Who is her” 

And then, for the first time, she saw what 
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he meant. The color receded from her 
cheeks and her eyes widened. 

“Mr. Keyes?” 

“Yes—Mr. Keyes. Who is he? What is 
her” 

“Why, Don— He’s a boarder at Mrs. 
Hildebrand’s. A real-estate investigator.” 

“Who says sor” 

“He does.” 

“Aa-a-ah! Then you have only his word 
forsit,.ehr” 

“Yes. But—” 

“But nothing! You’re a fool. It does 
seem to me that you’d be able to use a little 
intelligence when there’s as much in the 
balance.” 

“Rlease- explain. 

“Very: well Youx mect this; man eves: 
Out of a list of boarders which includes at 
least two very pretty girls, he elects to show 
a friendship for you. And for you alone! 
That strike you as funny?” 

“No. That is, it hadn’t—” 

“__ But it does now, eh? Think back over 
your acquaintanceship. You'll see that the 
man has been very adroit. Trying to make 
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his interest. seem: casual. Irne, ‘isn’t’ itr” 

“Yes.” She thought intently for a moment, 
then clutched his arm with a fresh accession 
of terror. “Oh! Don—You surely don’t 
think—?” 

He delivered his blow heartlessly. 

“This man Keyes is a detective!” 

“Good God.” 

“You can thank your stars that I have your 
interest at heart. I heard about him and 
had him investigated.” Don was lying with 
Machiavellian cunning. “He has been 
in Iowa. But so far as I can discover, 
he isn’t sure of you yet. He’s merely suspi- 
cious. He’s biding his time. Trying to find 
out.” 

“Oh. Isn’t there anything—” 

“You can do? Certainly. For one thing, 
you can disappear from Mrs. Hildebrand’s. 
Pay your board, pack your things—and leave. 
Not a word to Keyes. I would suggest that 
you leave Los Angeles altogether. If you 
need money, come to me for it.” His 
sneering lips curled. ‘And one more thing: 
Don’t tell Naomi.” 

“But I must.” 
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“All right. Be a fool again. But I tell 
you not to.” 

“Why?” 

“Because she’ll mess things up. A woman 
always will. The thing for you to do is get 
out while the getting is good. Disappear. 
Then write me where you are and I[’1J tell 
Naomi. Can’t you see that every minute 
counts and that you mustn’t risk any further 
contact with Naomi? ‘That will absolutely 
establish your identity.” 

Hilda had slumped. The past two months 
dropped from her and she was once again the 
cringing, frightened, helpless thing that she 
had been. ‘The old specter had risen once 
more. 

“T’ll do as you say, Don.” 

His heart leaped exultantly. “And you 
won't tell Naomi?” 

“No-o. Ill be guided by you.” 
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HILDA left Don’s car several blocks away 
from Mrs. Hildebrand’s respectable boarding 
house. She moved slowly along the crowded 
streets, struggling to grasp the horrid poten- 
tialities of the situation. 

Don’s warning stunned her. It had come 
just at the time when she was snapping out 
of her mental lethargy—when she had 
brought herself to believe that perhaps the 
past was really past. It did not occur to her 
to doubt Logan’s story. In her mind the 
tragedy in Wintersburg was a real, scarlet, 
vivid thing. The thought that it was of no 
interest to the authorities—and had not been 
longer than a month after its occurrence— 
never occurred to her. It was too vital and 
personal a thing. 

Once more she cringed in flesh and spirit. 
Years of lonely bitterness had caused her to 
envision the dank, gray walls of a prison. 
She felt that death would be preferable. 
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And the man who called himself Keyes— 

All that Don said must be true. She was a 
fool for not having suspected it. She thought 
of the two pretty girls who boarded at Mrs. 
Hildebrand’s; they were the type to attract 
such a man as Keyes, and there was no mis- 
taking the fact that they were—to use their 
own expression—‘crazy about him.” His 
very indifference made their interest keener. 

Yet Keyes had passed them by and centered 
his attention on her. Why? Not because 
she was personally attractive. She knew that 
she was dull and drab. ‘There was an ul- 
terior motive, and Hilda understood that 
there could be no motive for interest in her 
which was unconnected with the Wintersburg 
affair. 

Avery was on the veranda when she 
reached the house. He rose eagerly and 
started forward, but she nodded curtly and 
hurried by. Sight of him struck fresh terror 
to her heart. And as for the man—he stared 
after her in amazement, his jaw dropping 
and a rather dazed expression on his fine 
face. 

Hilda pleaded a headache and did not 
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appear for dinner. Mrs. Hildebrand sent a 
tray to her room, and it came back un- 
touched. In two hours she had been reduced 
once more to her craven, shrinking self. The 
old light of fear was in her eyes. The gray 
walls seemed to whisper. And in her misery 
it was inevitable that her mind should dwell 
on Naomi. Naomi was dominant—and a 
fighter. She had a ready, fertile brain. 
Naomi would do something—if she knew. 
Naomi was not one to submit unresistingly to 
the buffetings of fate. 

She feared to tell Naomi—now. Don had 
been very insistent on that. Yet the more she 
thought of it, the more she realized the im- 
possibility of facing this crisis alone. Keyes 
might arrest her to-night. Hemight followher 
and make an arrest to-morrow. He might— 

Hilda acted on instinct. She donned her 
hat and walked swiftly down the steps. Her 
heart was in her mouth as she crossed the 
veranda and Keyes rose to greet her She 
told him something—made some excuse—she 
didn’t know what. 

She walked for six or seven blocks, then 
stepped into a drug store and used the public 
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telephone. Naomi was home. She’d be 
glad to see Hilda. What was the matter? 
Hilda wouldn’t say, but begged Naomi to 
meet her immediately in the park near her 
apartment. 

And there, in the gloomy shadows, the 
sisters met. Naomi’s eyes were bright for she 
had caught the note of fear in Hilda’s tone. 
She knew that something was radically 
wrong, and she also knew that whatever it 
was, she intended to meet the emergency. 
She had her dynamic self under perfect 
control and her calmness acted as balm to 
Hilda’s tortured nerves. 

For a few seconds the sisters clung to each 
other. Then Naomi suggested that they sit 
on a bench and talk. Hilda pulled her away. 

“Better walk, Naomi. Some one may be 
hiding near here.” 

The smaller girl concealed her amazement. 
She merely said, “Very well, dear,” and fell 
into step beside her sister. 

“Naomi,” said Hilda at length, “I’m 
afraid the end has come.” 

“What end?” 

“Of everything.” 
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“Yes?” Then, soothingly, “What makes 
you think sor” 

It had never occurred to Hilda that Don 
might be lying. Therefore, she spoke with 
disconcerting positiveness. 

“An lowa detective has been boarding at 
Mrs. Hildebrand’s for nearly two months.” 

And now it seemed that a dagger of ice 
pierced Naomi’s heart. Hilda was so certain. 
“Tell me all about it, dear—carefully.” 

And so, slowly, but with great particular- 
ity, Hilda told her sister of the man who 
called himself Arthur Keyes. She told of his 
arrival in the boarding-house circle; of his 
quiet, friendly manner which had so effec- 
tually disarmed her; of his indifference to 
two beautiful young girls who frankly wor- 
shipped him—and of his scrupulous attempt 
to cultivate her friendship. 

“T couldn’t help liking him, Naomi,” she 
said defensively. ‘He’s a big, quiet, friendly 
man—not at all like the young men of 
to-day. It was impossible to suspect that 
there might be anything behind it. I’ve 
been so lonely and so in need of a friend. 
I—I just let myself drift.” 
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Naomi asked a single, quiet question. 

“Are you in love with him, Hildar” 

“No! Oh, no! It’s just a feeling of 
friendship.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. 
“T don’t think I could ever regard a man— 
that way—again. But I did like him; I 
couldn’t help it. We went to the movies to- 
gether, and we drank ice-cream sodas; and 
once when I was all tired out he hired an 
automobile and took me for a ride to Venice 
and Santa Monica.” | 

“And you never suspected—e” 

“Why should Ie” flashed the taller girl. 
“T know I’ve lost my looks and my spirit— 
but I’m young, Naomi—almost as young as 
you. I see now what I couldn’t see then— 
that it was absurd for such a man to take a 
personal interest in me. But it was natural 
I shouldn’t see it.” 

“How did you find out, dearr” 

Hilda hesitated—but only for an instant. 
“Don Logan told me!” 

Naomi stopped short. Her fine, even, 
white teeth clicked together. Her amazingly 
strong fingers closed about Hilda’s arm. 

“What did you say?” 
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“T said that Don warned me.” 

Naomi drew a deep breath of relief. “Don 
told you, eh? When?” 

“This afternoon.” 

“Where did you see him?” 

“He was waiting outside the building when 
I got off from work.” 

“And then—pe” 

“He took me for a ride and told me that 
he had found out about my friendship for 
Mr. Keyes and had investigated. He said he 
learned that Mr. Keyes is a detective and 
that he came here from Wintersburg, and he 
urged me to leave immediately—probably for 
some other city.” 

Naomi’s mind was working swiftly. 

“Did he offer to give you money?” 

i Viecs: 

“Did he suggest anything elser” 

“No. That is—” 

“Whate” 

“Fe asked me not to tell you until after I 
had gone.” 

For a long time Naomi said nothing. They 
walked slowly through the shadows. ‘Through 
the interlacing boughs overhead they could 
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see the silver moon which smiled benignly 
down upon the scene. Occasionally they 
passed other pedestrians—mostly young 
couples ardently unaware that they were not 
the only persons in the park. When Naomi 
did speak, it was in a very positive manner. 

“There is something wrong, Hilda.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T don’t know. I only know that there is 
something queer about the whole thing.” 
She faced her sister. ‘When did Don be- 
come so keenly interested in your welfare?” 

“T don’t know. It just seemed—” 

“T don’t blame you for losing your head, 
Hilda. This thing means more than life to 
you. But I can’t quite place Don in this. 
God knows I know the man. He’s vain and 
selfish—chiefly selfish. He wouldn’t worry 
his head about you. It isn’t in character. 
In some way he’s mixed up in this; I don’t 
know how. It could be that he himself hired 
Keyes to go there and pose as a detective.” 

“Why e” 

“To get you away—and to strengthen his 
hold over me. He wouldn’t be above that. 
I don’t know what his financial condition is. 
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But he knows that I have about three 
hundred thousand dollars left. Perhaps he 
Wants to use this as a whip over me.” She 
stood still, a figure of exquisite militancy. 
“Hilda,” she said crisply, “there’s just one 
thing to be done.” 

“Yes, NaomiP” 

“T must meet this man Keyes!” 

“You must—Oh, Naomi! Suppose he 
really is—” 

“He isn’t,” she said positively. “I’m sure 
of that. And there are certain chances we 
must take. To-morrow you must act as 
though nothing had happened. In the eve- 
ning ask Keyes to take you walking. Come 
to this park. I will be here.” 

Hilda was pale. 

“And then?” she faltered. 

“And then,” responded Naomi grimly, “I 
shall meet Mr. Keyes and have a chance to 
learn a few things for myself.” 


CHAPTER XVI 


HILDA worked as usual the next day, but 
her mind was not on matters of office routine. 
Once the head stenographer came over to 
inquire whether she were ill. Hilda raised 
her big, frightened eyes. 

“No—I’m not ill.” 

“Well, you look it. And if you are, you’d 
better knock off.” 

“Thank you.” The girl turned back to her 
work, but her fingers were nerveless. All of 
the old horror had returned, though this time 
there was some slight solace to be derived 
from the fact that Naomi’s dainty shoulders 
had squarely shouldered the burden. 

The minutes crept by on leaden feet. The 
day seemed never-ending. Stark details of 
the old tragedy recurred to Hilda; leering 
from the platen of her machine she could see 
the thin, weak, sardonic face of the man who 
had been her husband; she visioned the 
barren bleakness of the boarding house in 
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Wintersburg; the endless hunger and priva- 
tion; the nights filled with torture beside 
which the Spanish Inquisition was as child’s 
play. 

And now—the man who called himself 
Arthur Keyes. It was difficult to think of 
him as a detective. His eyes were so gentle, 
his manner so kindly. Yet his very gentle- 
ness terrified her, because it appeared to 
mask a steely purpose. She knew that Naomi 
was logical—yet Don was logical too. Hilda 
felt that she was caught between the devil 
and the deep blue sea. Naomi was unduly 
prejudiced against Don. She had come to 
hate her husband and did not credit him with 
a single decent motive. 

After all, Hilda reflected, Don was her 
brother-in-law. Whatever misfortune befell 
her would react on him. His name was 
linked with the family and would be dragged 
into the spotlight of pitiless publicity. If 
only—the girl shuddered. She felt that she 
had been born to suffer and to bring misery 
upon others. ‘There seemed no laying the 
ghost of a dead past. 

Others in Los Angeles worried that day. 
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Don Logan for one. He felt that he had 
builded well. He was pleased with his own 
strategy—yet feared that it would fail. Once 
Hilda was out of the city, he could proceed 
against Avery. But he was afraid of their 
contact—afraid chiefly because he did not 
know what Avery was planning. He would 
have been amazed to learn that Avery him- 
self did not know. 

And John also was bewildered. Just when 
he thought that he was established on a firm 
basis of friendship with Hilda, she had 
treated him with frigid reserve. He had 
instantly sensed the change in her. She was 
more the woman he had first met—a woman 
with big, haunted eyes and a reserve of terror. 

Most of all, though, Naomi Logan was be- 
set by doubt and fear. She knew her logic 
was irrefutable—yet she could find no flaw 
in Don’s arguments to Hilda. 

Who was this man Keyes—and what? 
There was the obvious answer that he was 
what he pretended to be—a real-estate inves- 
tigator for a New York firm. But that was 
not likely. Don certainly would not be con- 
cerned over Hilda’s friendship with a real- 
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estate man—and there was no question of his 
worry over this condition. 

She wondered whether she had done her 
husband an injustice; whether for once in a 
grossly selfish life he might not have yielded 
to a charitable impulse. She walked slowly 
up and down the dainty living room of her 
apartment. Doubts and worries raced mad- 
deningly through her brain. She was think- 
ing in circles. 

Instinct informed her that she was on the 
brink of drama. She was not unused to 
trouble. Hilda’s burden had been hers for 
years. Then there had been her own mar- 
rlage, with its ensuing misery and the 
awakening to her own mistake. And then 
had come the bleak knowledge that she had 
erred in the first place—that she had only 
been infatuated with Don Logan and actually 
in love with the big, kindly man whom she 
felt she had sent to his death. 

That was what hurt most. Before her 
marriage to Don she had been reconciled 
to the situation. She felt that since she had 
not loved John Avery she could not blame 
herself for the refusal to marry him and his 


071 


The, Laght’ Shiges Through 


subsequent seeking of nepenthe in the Far 
Eastern tropics. But later—when it dawned 
crushingly upon her that Avery was the man 
who held her heart—in her eyes too was born 
the deep, troubled light of tragedy; of per- 
sonal tragedy which must always hurt. 

Even in the throes of to-day’s fear her 
mind reverted to John. How different life 
would have been had she married him. His 
deep, placid love, which she fancied would 
prove volcanic once unleashed; the sense of 
protection and well-being which his presence 
afforded; his kindly understanding. And 
then there came to her, as always, her own 
picture of his death; of the musty, malodor- 
ous little South Sea trader; of howling winds 
and voracious seas; of the end of hope—and 
of John Avery meeting his death with a 
quiet, courageous smile on his lips. Yes, she 
had her own tragedy as well as Hilda’s; but 
whereas she shared that of her sister, there 
was no one to shoulder part of her misery. 

All the afternoon she sat alone with her 
thoughts. They were chaotic thoughts which 
leaped from Hilda to Don and from Don to 
Avery and from Avery to the man Keyes. 
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She knew that there was an undercurrent in 
the situation she had not touched. She 
wondered what she might learn from 
Keyes; whether her meeting with him was a 
mistake. ‘There was the horrible fear that 
she might precipitate Hilda’s arrest. 

Yet there was nothing else for her to do. 
She was fighting a lone battle—fighting it 
with desperate gameness. She could not 
trust Don, and Hilda was too stricken to re- 
tain any sound judgment. She knew she 
must meet Keyes—must have it out with him; 
must fence with him in words and probe for 
a hidden purpose. She dreaded the inter- 
view, yet welcomed it. After all, almost 
anything seemed. preferable to this torturing 
uncertainty. 

She watched the crawling minute hand of 
the clock. She visualized Hilda’s return to 
Mrs. Hildebrand’s. She had advised Hilda 
to be friendly with Keyes, to pretend that 
nothing at all had been amiss the previous 
night; to suggest that they go for a long walk 
this evening. 

Would Hilda be able to carry it off? 
Would those jagged nerves betray her? 
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Would Keyes’ suspicions flare to the surface, 
as they must do if Don’s story were true? 

Doubt! Doubt! Doubt that grinned and 
mocked her—doubt that tore her heart! She 
chafed at the inaction. She dismissed her 
maid and prepared her own supper—and did 
not eat it. Seven o’clock. Eight. At eight- 
thirty (a half hour before the hour she had 
set) she left the apartment house and sought 
the welcome shadows of the park. 

Couples passed her—openly affectionate 
couples; couples looking into the future and 
unconcerned over the past. Young men 
and girls, their arms about one another. 
She smiled bitterly. Once she had dreamed 
such dreams. But now—now there was 
only the future for her; a future unrelieved 
by rose dreams; a future bleak and drab; a 
future of worry and doubt and uncertainty. 
Ashes. Just ashes of a fire long since burnt 
out. 

She tried to take a grip on herself, realiz- 
ing that she would need poise for the coming 
interview. If Keyes were really a detective, 
she would need not only courage but clever- 
ness. She knew she must banish her own 
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troubles and concentrate upon the present 
situation. 3 

She walked a considerable distance along 
the curving pathways, and she walked faster 
than she knew, as though there were a 
trifle of ease to be gained from physical ex- 
ertion. 

She glanced at a jeweled wrist watch—a 
honeymoon gift from Don Logan. Five 
minutes past nine. The zero hour had passed. 
And now she commenced peering intently 
through the shadows. Somewhere in the 
park was Hilda—alone perhaps. She might 
have failed. Keyes might not come! But 
Hilda was to come anyway. To let her 
know. 

Ten after nine! Fifteen! Her hands were 
clasping and unclasping nervously. Was it 
possible—And then, perhaps thirty yards be- 
fore her, she saw the shadow of a couple. 
She knew instinctively that it was Hilda and 
Keyes. 

Her heart was pounding beyond reason. 
She knew she was afraid—and despised her- 
self for the fear. Perhaps it was the man’s 
size. In the gloom he bulked like a moun- 
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tain. She had known only one other man 
so large. 

She walked slowly toward her sister and 
the man. She fought to control herself. 
She wanted the meeting to appear casual, 
as if he were merely a friend of Hilda’s. 

It was all working out smoothly. Noth- 
ing to worry her—yet she could feel the 
pulses pounding in her temples. She knew 
that her cheeks were flushed. It was as 
though— 

And then they were face to face—Hilda 
and the man who called himself Keyes. 
And Naomi. 

She raised her eyes to the man’s face and she 
understood now why her heart had pounded. 

Her thoughts came swiftly, and without 
form. She did not question the miracle and 
did not doubt. Nor did she consider what 
she did. 

For a second she stood like a statue, wide 
eyes fixed on the face of John Avery. Then 
her arms went out and she took one step 
toward him. 

“John!” she sobbed. “Oh, John—you’ve 
come back to me!” 
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HILDA stepped back—unnoticed and for- 
gotten. She peered through the interlacing 
shadows at the figure of her sister and that 
of the big man who called himself Keyes. 

They stood very close together, Naomi’s 
tiny hands imprisoned in John’s big ones; 
their eyes meeting and holding. 

For a long time they stood motionless. 
Naomi was trembling and then she began 
to laugh—a low, vibrant laugh of sheer hap- 
piness; a laugh which was very close to 
tears. 

“Oh, John—” she said again, “you’ve come 
back.” 

“To you,” he finished softly. 

She clung to him and asked questions; 
half-formed, hysterical questions. 

“T thought that you—” 

“_Were deade” 

“Y es;--John,”’ 

“T’m here, Naomi. More alive than ever. 
Are you glade” 
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“Glad! You can’t understand. Why 
didn’t you let us know?” 

“T’ll explain some day, dear.” He held 
her at arm’s length and gazed hungrily. 
“How beautiful you’ve grown, Naomi. 
More beautiful than ever.” 

“Hush, John. You musn’t—” 

“Tonight I dare anything. I’ve dreamed 
of meeting you again; the idea has been with 
me day and night. And now it has come 
true. If I could make you understand what 
it means—” 

“J do understand, John. Truly, I do. I 
understand that we’ve found each other.” 

John Avery was happy. Even he could 
not fail to read the message which blaz- 
ed from Naomi’s eyes. It was a moment 
of self-revelation and promised surrender. 
And in that magic moment doubt and 
care and fear were forgotten. Don Logan 
was cast from their minds. All they knew 
was that a great, benign miracle had oc- 
curred and they had each other once 
again. John leaned down very close to 
her— 

‘‘Naomi,” he pleaded, “do your eyes tell 
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the truth—or is it merely that you are happy 
I am alive?” 

She did not equivocate. ‘“My eyes tell 
the truth, John.” 

In that moment he realized that life held 
nothing more for him—nothing save the 
glorious fulfillment of her promise. Here 
before him was the woman he had always 
loved, her hands fluttering in his, her eyes 
meeting his in frank confession. He forgot 
for the moment that she was the wife of 
another man; he forgot that there were al- 
most insuperable obstacles to the fulfillment 
of their desire; he forgot the grim, batlike 
shadow which hovered over them. 

Naomi could not speak. In an instant 
she had been raised from the nethermost 
depths of despair to the very zenith of hap- 
piness. She could think of nothing save that 
John was here, with her; a John greater 
and bigger and kindlier than ever—a John 
who was the same man, yet oh! so magnifi- 
cently different. Before, she had admired 
him. And recently, believing him dead, she 
faced the realization that it was John whom 
she loved. 
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He had come back to her. She did not 
question how. It was enough that he was 
here. She held tight to his hands, deriving 
comfort from the physical contact. 

How long they would have stood there, 
absorbed in each other, forgetful of time, 
place and Hilda, they will never know. For 
it was the amazed and bewildered Hilda 
who spoke. 

“Naomi—you don’t mean this is—” 

“John Avery, dear.” 

“Good God.” 

Avery turned to the girl. “I knew you 
all the time, Hilda. I wanted to know 
you. That is why I went to Mrs. Hilde- 
brand’s.” 

Naomi’s voice broke in. “Did Don know 
you were alive?” 

He nodded. “Yes, dear. I sought him 
the day I arrived in Los Angeles.” 

Red suffused her cheeks. She trembled 
with anger. “And, knowing it was you who 
was boarding at Hilda’s house, he deliber- 
ately lied to her.” 

“What is that? I don’t understand.” 

“Don went to Hilda yesterday and told her 
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you were a detective from—” she checked 
herself; “Perhaps Id: better not—” 

“From Wintersburge” he finished quietly, 
and at their frightened exchange of glances, 
he hastened to explain. ‘Don told me the 
story. He used it as a club over me. He 
threatened that if I let Naomi know I was 
alive, he would bring up the old ghost. 
So, of course, my hands were tied—for a 
while at any rate. But I couldn’t let myself be 
entirely idle. That is why I located Hilda, 
and went to live in the same house. I suppose 
I was rather crude, and that is why you be- 
lieved his story about my being a detective.” 

It was Hilda, never free from the old ter- 
ror, who questioned him. 

“Why didn’t Don want Naomi to know 
that you had returnedr” 

“Money. But we'll discuss that later.” 

“No,” interrupted Naomi. “We'll discuss 
it right now. I’m so happy, John, that noth- 
ing can hurt me. I’ve begun to understand 
so many things that I want to understand 
them all.” She turned to her sister. “The 
money Don has—the money I have—all 
came from John. It was left me under his 
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will. Don has most of it, but I know it be- 
longs to John. And my worthy husband 
knew that if I realized John were alive, I 
would insist on having his fortune returned 
to him immediately.” 

“And as a threat?” asked Hilda. 

“He used the Wintersburg affair. Isn’t 
that true, Johne” 

iVieg? 

She was trembling. “God! What a con- 
scienceless worm he is! And once I thought 
I loved him.” 

“You thought?” his hand covered hers 
again. 

“Yes—I thought. His sleek, suave man- 
ners; his cultivated chivalry. Let’s not beat 
about the bush, John. I hate Don Logan. 
No—I don’t hate him; I despise him. I 
have a contempt for him. He is what you 
once wrote—mean and petty and contempt- 
ible. But once—I was infatuated. I was 
blind. I’ve paid for it, John.” 

“And nowe” 

Her hand tightened in his. “Need I tell 
your” 

“Veg? 
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The faintest little hint of her old roguish- 
ness returned. Her eyes swept him with a 
low-lidded glance freighted with promise. 
“If you can’t guess, John, you are very, very 
dense.” 

“Naomi!” His arms went out toward her. 
But she pulled away, her cheeks white. 

SINo... Not. yet, John; {Don’t forget.” 

They fell silent. And now their thoughts 
were centered bitterly on Don Logan. He 
was an evil shadow which hovered over 
them, sinister and menacing. He, a man 
whom John could have broken with one 
powerful arm, was the person who frightened 
them all, who had terrified Hilda and who 
stood between these two young persons and 
the fulfillment of their dreams. 

It was difficult for John to look at Naomi, 
so close—so yielding—and to remember that 
she was Mrs. Logan. ‘The prefix struck 
him as crude and harsh. She was so utterly 
herself, so much the same old Naomi— 
fresh and unspoiled and touched with a new 
sweetness that he had to lash himself into 
remindfulness that she was the wife of an- 
other man. He heard her voice. 
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“Of course, Don was right in one thing.” 

“Ves pp”? 

“TI shall see that your money is immedi- 
ately returned to you—such of it as Don 
hasn’t squandered.” 

He pleaded with her. ‘Don’t be abrupt, 
Naomi. Why do you fancy I have con- 
tented myself with being in the same city 
with you and never seeing your It is be- 
cause Don holds the whip hand.” 

“The money is yours,” she insisted. “It 
was bad enough for me to know he had it— 
when I thought you were—were never com- 
ing back. But now that you are here, the 
thought of him—with that fortune—is in- 
tolerable.” 

“Not so intolerable that it cannot be borne 
for awhile longer, dear.” 

“But it isn’t just a while.” 

“Yes, it is. And besides, you mustn’t for- 
get the effect on Hilda—and therefore on 
you.” 

“Don wouldn't!” 

“Yes, he would. He hasn’t much heart, 
Naomi. Even if his bubble burst, he is the 
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type of man who would take the hollow 
satisfaction of knowing that he had shifted 
his misery, in part at least, to the shoulders 
of others. He is mean and vengeful.” 

“But, John! Surely, you’re not going to 
permit him to keep what is rightfully 
yours?” 

“No. I’m playing now for a greater stake 
than I realized. It isn’t the money; that’s 
trivial. I want to see the burden lifted from 
your shoulders—and Hilda’s. And I want 
the way paved—I want you, dear.” 

“But what can you do?” she cried. “What 
can possibly be done?” 

“T have a plan. JH discuss it with you 
some time.” He glanced speculatively at 
Hilda and decided that she had better not 
know the truth. It would frighten her un- 
necessarily to know that efforts were being 
made to nol. pros. the Wintersburg case. He 
decided to say nothing—to her. 

“Suppose Don learns that we have met?” 

“FfYe won’t. And if that accident should 
happen, remember that he is not a fool. He 
won’t start anything until he is forced to. 
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Not until you take steps to have my money 
returned to me. That is all he wants. And 
if we are willing to let him have it—” 

“T am not!” 

“Nor I. But we can afford to take our 
time. Don holds all of the trumps, dear— 
but it is our first play. He must wait until 
we act. He knows that if he discloses the 
Hilda affair, it will mark the passing of his 
last chance. Don’t you see that?” 

“Tt isn’t right, John.” 

“Of course not. But I want you to 
have confidence in me. I want you to know 
that I am not idle—and that I shall protect 
you and Hilda. Haste can do us irreparable 
injury—and achieve nothing. Won’t you let 
me handle things, dear? For our sakes?” 

Naomi looked at Hilda. The bewildered 
girl touched Naomi’s shoulder. 

“Don’t worry about me,” she said softly. 
“Do as you think best.” 

There was love and self-sacrifice in Hil- 
da’s eyes—but Naomi saw also the look of 
stark terror, and it was that which decided 
her. 
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“For a while, John, I'll wait. But not 
very long. Things are so grotesque—” 

He placed his hands on her soft, quiver- 
ing shoulders. 

“T love you, Naomi,” he said softly. “And 
I feel I can work things out. Don merely 
wants money. I feel that there must be 
some way to silence him. Won’t you prom- 
ise to believe in me—absolutelye” 

She hesitated for a moment, then smiled 
into his eyes. 

“Yes, John,” she agreed. ‘“You—you can 
make me do anything.” 


CHAPTER XVIII 


HILDA lay awake that night, staring dry- 
eyed into the darkness. There was so many 
things to think about, and so little peace for 
her tortured mind. 

And yet she experienced a feeling of safety 
which had not been hers for many years. 
Before her eyes, a miracle had occurred. She 
exulted in Naomi’s chance for the happiness 
which had been denied her. Yet, with the 
passing of Hilda’s great terror, a new and 
more poignant sorrow came to her. It ap- 
peared now as though—not content with mak- 
ing a wreck of her own life—it was she who 
stood between Naomi and John. 

There were two others in Los Angeles who 
did not sleep. Naomi sat at the window of 
her little pink-and-white bedroom, staring 
down the deserted street toward the park 
where hope had returned to her. It was as 
though the big figure of John yet bulked 
under the trees. 
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Even now Naomi did not grasp the po- 
tentialities of the situation. She only knew 
that something impossibly wonderful had 
happened. It was enough that John was 
alive. She could not dwell long upon any- 
thing else. She found herself wondering 
what had happened—where he had been— 
and why they had not heard from him, and 
she remembered with something of a shock 
that she had asked only a few incoherent 
questions. Merely accepted his presence with 
a song in her heart. 

Nor did thought of the future tincture 
Avery’s contentment that night. In the mo- 
ment of self-revelation attendant upon his 
appearance, Naomi had betrayed herself. He 
knew now that she loved him. It remained 
only to—but he cast that thought from his 
mind. He refused to worry over the very 
real problem which confronted him. Time 
enough for that later; to-night was the hour 
for gossamer dreams. 

They met by appointment the next morn- 
ing in Culver City. Naomi drove out in her 
little car. John went on the Pacific Electric. 
He was radiant as he climbed in beside her, 
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and her smile flashed him the message for 
which he hungered. 

The day was warm and she wore a pert 
little sport suit of white, trimmed with the 
corn color which so perfectly set off the 
delicate piquant beauty of her face. The 
material clung tightly to her figure, provo- 
catively revealing. The wind shield was 
partly up and the breeze had disturbed her 
unruly bobbed hair. Her cheeks were high 
with color and John thought that he had 
never seen her so maddeningly desirable. 

It was amazing how little change time and 
trouble had wrought in the girl. Her eyes 
were deeper, perhaps, and her manner more 
subdued; but tragedy had not broken her 
spirit or curbed her vivacity. Somehow, it 
was difficult for him to believe that she ac- 
tually had been Logan’s wife. Except as a 
menace, the man seemed to have become 
impersonal—a mere unpleasant figure in the 
background. 

They drove out toward Venice and first 
of all she made him tell her of himself and 
of the experiences through which he had 
passed. He did it briefly and graphically and 
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she thrilled to his recital. Ezekiel Brewster 
had not understood his failure to cable, but 
Naomi did. It was because he had lost her 
that he was indifferent to time and the rest 
of the world. And now— 

“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, John.” 

“So have I. And something more.” He 
sketched briefly to her the plan for Hilda’s 
salvation which Brewster had concocted. “I 
didn’t mention it before her, Naomi, because 
it might terrify her—the very idea that any 
overt move was being made which might 
raise old specters. Last night I sent a wire 
to Brewster. I merely wired ‘What results?’ 
His answer arrived a few minutes ago. It 
Said recat. pe. paticnt. » Elere? chic 
handed her the telegram. 

“You think he really means it, Johne” 

“Absolutely.” 

“And you feel he will succeed?” 

“Brewster can accomplish anything. Of 
course, a wire-pulling proposition of this 
sort must be done slowly and discreetly. 
And because it will take an indefinite time, 
I feel that it is better to say nothing to 
Hilda.” 
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“You're right. She would only worry. 
She does that rather easily. She was terri- 
fied of you. Logan convinced her that you 
were a detective who had come here from 
Wintersburg. That is why I sought you 


“To fight her battles, eh? Same old Na- 
omi!”’ He feasted his eyes upon her. 
“You're beautiful, dear.” 

She flushed. “I’m glad you think so, 
John.” 

“Did you—”’ He choked over the words, 
then continued with an effort, “did you mean 
to tell me what you did—last night? Are 
you sorry?” 

She did not evade. “If it is ever possible, 
John—I will marry you.” 

His huge hand covered one of hers as it 
rested on the wheel and for a long time 
neither spoke. It was she who broke the 
silence. 

“I haven't much more to ask of life, 
dear,” she said. “You were dead—and now 
you are here. But if we wish to face facts, 
let’s understand that it isn’t going to be easy 
for me to become free from Don.” 
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He nodded. “I realize that. I thought 
if we discussed the thing—” 

“Let’s do, John. I know the man. He is 
shrewd and unscrupulous. He has an amaz- 
ing keenness, of a sort. I am afraid of what 
he will do.” 

“He won't do anything. That is, not until 
he has to. He threatens lavishly; but it 
would be suicidal for him to expose Hilda. 
The minute he did, his club would be gone. 
Then his money would be taken from him, 
and he would have gained nothing but a 
rather bitter revenge.” 

“Perhaps so. But I do know this: Even 
though he had already lost the money, he 
would tell. He would take a sardonic satis- 
faction in making others suffer. He is cruel, 
John—not in a manly way. But—” 

“Suppose we compromise with him?” 

She shook her head. ‘That is impossible. 
It would be like buying him off. Things are 
bad enough as they are. I took nearly a 
million dollars of your money and then mar- 
ried a man you warned me against. I had 
a brief and miserable married life—but 
meanwhile permitted him to gain control of 
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most of your fortune. Don’t you see that I 
could never rest easy while he kept that 
money? It simply isn’t possible.” 

“But if I am willinge” 

“The thing is absurd—as you'll see if you 
stop to think. You are alive—not dead. In- 
evitably people who used to know you will 
meet you. There will be questions asked. 
No, John, that will never do. And I don’t 
think either of us could accept our happiness 
at that price. I couldn’t.” 

“Pm afraid I“ couldn't either,” he said 
honestly. “It would be rather queer—buying 
a woman from her husband. Paying him for 


his silence.” He shook his head and sighed. 
“T’m afraid we've got to fight it out with 
him. But that doesn’t mean that we must 
tush into the thing. As a matter of fact 
we’re on thin ice now.” 

“I know what you mean. That he will 
learn we have met.” 

“Exactly. He told me that if I met you— 
even by accident—he would crack down on 
Piaidas: 

“Would hee” 

“No.” 
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“Why note” 

“Because he would lose everything and 
gain nothing.” 

She was staring down the ribbon of road 
which unwound beneath the wheels of her 
car. “And yet,” she speculated, “we must 
consider that he might.” 

“That is true, dear. We must be discreet 
—perhaps, if necessary, forego each other’s 
society altogether—until things are straight- 
ened out!” Avery smashed one huge fist into 
the palm of the other hand. “God! What 
a situation. Sneaking around corners—hid- 
ing—lying—living under an assumed name— 
all because a dirty little dog happens to know 
something.” He subsided as quickly as he had 
boiled over. “But those are the facts.” 

“You know what I want you to do, John.” 

“VYes—and we both know it is impossible. 
You haven’t the right to ruin Hilda’s life. 
It isn’t yourself you are considering. And 
since Don holds the whip hand, the best 
thing for us to do is recognize that condi- 
tion and try to correct it. The stakes are 
certainly worth while—aren’t they?” 

She touched his hand by way of answer. 
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“And you don’t think Don will dare make 


the first mover” 
“Not unless he is insane.” 
She looked queerly at John Avery. 
“At times,” she observed quietly, “T believe 


he is.” 
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THERE followed three weeks of tense uncer- 
tainty, tinctured by a sense of high romance 
and dangerous adventure. 

Neither John nor Naomi could entirely 
forget that they had found each other again 
and that they were happy. At times the 
girl felt guilty, particularly when she 
glimpsed Hilda’s haggard face. 

Hilda was not well. Her reaction to the 
discovery of John’s identity had been unex- 
pected. There had been, of course, a fleet- 
ing elation which was followed by a fierce 
depression. She spoke seldom and no one 
knew of the long, sleepless nights during 
which she was beset by horrid thoughts and 
ideas that gnawed cruelly. 

Life had been unkind to Hilda, but for 
years she had borne her burden because it 
was hers alone. Now she saw that her past 
was exacting toll from the sister whom she 
loved and the man she admired. Naomi de- 
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served happiness. She deserved the happi- 
ness which could only come if Hilda did 
not stand in the way. And one night she met 
Naomi by appointment. She spoke with a 
quiet, impressive dignity. 

“This can’t go on any longer, Naomi.” 

“What, deare” 

“The whole thing. I can’t stand it.” 

Naomi put her arms around the thin 
shoulders. ‘Please Hilda. Everything will 
be straightened out if you’ll only be patient.” 

“T’ve been patient all my life, Naomi. I 
was patient while I was married—and all that 
time patience was eating into me, until 
suddenly I could be patient no longer. I’m 
going through the same thing now. Oh! 
Can’t you see how impossible things are? 
Put yourself in my place. I must sit back 
and watch two lives ruined—two persons who 
love each other kept apart—a man deprived 
of the money which is his—because of some- 
thing I once did.” 

“What can you do?” 

“T can go to the police. I can tell them 
who I am and what I have done. Then 
Don won't be able to dictate—” 
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“And what would that gain?” 

“It would release you and John. You 
could find some way of getting a divorce. I 
don’t know how, but those things can always 
be arranged. Remember that it is only be- 
cause of me that Don can tell you what 
to do.” 

“No. Not entirely. The divorce wouldn’t 
be as easy as you think. And you musn’t 
consider us so much—” 

Hilda laughed bitterly. “Not consider 
you! Have you ever considered yourself? 
It’s been me all the time. Don wouldn’t 
have most of John’s money in his possession 
if he hadn’t used me as a sword of Damocles 
over your head. And no matter how you 
might feel about it—is it fair to Johne” 

“No,” answered Naomi soberly, “it isn’t. 
But he has begged and pleaded that we wait. 
He has plans—” 

“Plans! Oh! I’m not ungrateful, and I’m 
not doubting that he’ll do everything possible. 
But what has been done cannot be undone. 
Don is the only person who knows the situa- 
tion in Wintersburg. He knows that he is 
safe—that you don’t dare make a move. He 
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realizes that the story breaking now will be 
a much more choice morsel than when it 
was only cheap and trivial and sordid. And 
he knows that we know it. John can do a 
great deal, but he can’t accomplish the im- 
possible.” 

“Perhaps he can.” 

“You love John Avery. And because you 
do, you believe him capable of accomplish- 
ing anything. I can see clearly, Naomi—and 
you can not. I can see so clearly that I can’t 
stand the situation any longer. My nerves 
are reaching the breaking point. So long as 
I was permitted to bear my cross alone, I was 
willing. But not now.” 

Naomi drew the distraught girl down be- 
side her. ‘You know I wouldn’t lie to you, 
deare” 

CV eg? 

“Then believe me when I say that I am 
sure things will come out all right. John 
is not a weakling. Neither is he spectacular. 
He doesn’t rush into something—and he 
doesn’t start things he can’t finish. Put 
yourself in his place. Don’t you realize 
how intolerable the situation must be to him? 
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Can’t you understand that he considers he 
has as much at stake as you? Can you im- 
agine John lying down to let another man 
walk on hime Can your” 
Hilda shook her head slowly. ‘N-o-o.” 
“Then give him a little more time. There’s 
nothing to be gained by a public confession 
now—not after all these years.” 
“Suppose he can do nothing?” 
“Then there’s only one course left open to 
” 
“And that is?” 
“Force John to make himself known and 
claim the portion of the estate which Don 
controls. God knows what will happen then.” 
“So do I. Don will tell the police about— 
about Wintersburg.” She stared with strange 
intentness at Naomi. “I wonder if you will 
believe me when I say I would be glad. 
No—you couldn’t possibly understand that. 
No one can understand who has not gone 
through years of suffering with a terrible 
shadow always standing by. You never will 
know what it is to have your heart quivering 
with terror day and night, or to be com- 
panioned by ghastly dreams and memories— 
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and fear of the future. I don’t know—” 
Hilda’s white figure seemed to sag—“‘it isn’t 
worth it, Naomi. The price is too great. I 
can’t go on.” 

“Just a while longer? Just a few days?” 

“Very well. A few days perhaps.” 

And that night Naomi sought Avery. They 
had been meeting near Venice every night 
and riding together through the canyons and 
along the seacoast. She told him of her 
interview with Hilda. He listened with 
quiet sympathy. 

“T can understand what she means—” 

“So can I, John. Her spirit is broken, but 
her pride isn’t. She has reached the limit of 
personal suffering, but she can feel the misery 
of others. ‘Tell me—what progress is being 
made?” 

“I have written Brewster in detail. No 
names mentioned, of course. I have sent the 
letters by registered mail, marked for de- 
livery to the addressee only. He writes me that 
he is on the right road. Through rather 
devious channels he has put himself in touch 
with the biggest political factor in that sec- 
tion of Iowa, a man not only powerful but 
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trustworthy. The report is that the present 
district attorney is a man of the type we 
hoped to find; a man of high ideals, a well- 
developed sense of justice and a keen and 
understanding brain. But, of course, they dare 
not make haste too rapidly. They must be 
sure of their ground before they make their 
plea to him.” 

“Mr. Brewster thinks he will win out?” 

“Yes. But he cautions patience. He’s a 
canny sort—afraid of a single tactical blun- 
der. Of course he’s right.” 

She was silent for several moments. Then: 
“John, wouldn’t it be wise to tell Hilda what 
we're doing?” 

He shook his head. “I don’t think so, 
dear. She is wrought up now and frightened. 
It seems to me that she would become panic- 
stricken if she knew that we were daring to 
give information to the Wintersburg authori- 
tiese: 

“What would she do?” 

“T don’t know. That is—” He fell silent. 

“Say it, please.” 

“¥'d rather note” 

“Why er” 
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“Because what I think is only the opinion 
of an outsider. I don’t see any use disturb- 
ing you by what are probably wild ideas.” 

Naomi whirled on him, her eyes wide with 
fear. “You think she would kill herself?” 

He did not answer immediately. And 
when he did speak, his voice was infinitely 
gentle. “That is my idea, Naomi. I am 
probably wrong. Yet I met Hilda under 
rather peculiar circumstances. I saw her first 
as a hopeless, rather drab creature. I watched 
her bloom under the nourishing touch of 
friendship—her first in many years. And 
then—in a flash—I saw the slump. I don’t 
know whether even you could sense that as I 
did; the change in her expression, in her 
eyes, in the little lines about the corners of 
her mouth. Hilda isn’t responsible, Naomi. 
I don’t mean that there is anything wrong 
with her normal thought processes. She 
could do typing or mathematics as well as 
ever, but her own tragedy has preyed on her 
and thrown her out of balance. Try to put 
yourself in her place; wouldn’t it strike you 
that the solution to the whole business would 
be putting yourself out of the way?” 
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Naomi was rigid. 

“T should have thought of that. I should 
have—” 

“Don’t, dear—please. I’m probably mis- 
taken. But it is something we must consider. 
And that is why we must be patient, whether 
it suits us or not. I’m afraid that Hilda 
would prefer death to prison.” 

“She would. I know she would.” 

“And so you'll trust me a while longer, 
dear?” 

“Oh, John. I'll trust you forever. I—I’m 
only afraid that I have been weak—that I 
have relied on you too much. When I saw 
you that night in the park, so big and 
strong—and so alive and well—I felt my 
troubles dropping from me like a discarded 
cloak. I saw the future painted in rose tints. 
It seemed that you could do anything.” 

He longed to take her in his arms—to 
crush her against his breast—to bruise her 
lips with his kisses. But his quiet voice did 
not betray the volcano which seethed within 
him. 

“Perhaps I can. But not all at once. Don 
is a desperate man who has every strategic 
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advantage. I feel that we will pull through.” 
He hesitated for a moment. ‘“There’s only 
one fear in my mind.” 

“And that is?” 

“That Don will find out we have met.” 

‘And if he did?” 

“T don’t know. I can’t determine what he 
would do, and yet I cannot fancy that he 
would fail to act. We must be careful, 
dear—very, very careful.” 
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THEY were as careful as two persons in 
love with each other—desiring to see each 
other—could possibly be. They met at 
strange, out-of-the-way places and motored to 
little inns for lunches and dinners; they 
snatched a half hour here and a half hour 
there. 

The situation between them was peculiar. 
They considered themselves engaged—yet 
there was between them the barrier of her 
marriage. ‘They spoke confidently of the 
day when they would marry—and always 
after such a conversation they would fall 
silent and each knew that the thoughts of the 
other were on Don Logan. He never kissed 
her, though at times the effort necessary to 
control the impulse left him weak and 
trembling. 

Reports from Ezekiel Brewster grew more 
encouraging. But the lawyer continued to 
insist that it was a slow, painful process with 
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the ill effects of a single misstep giving 
promise of magnifying into disaster. He 
felt certain of ultimate success, he wrote, but 
he could not hurry things. 

Hilda had withdrawn into a shell. She 
was brave enough, but they could not fail to 
worry about her. The situation was preying 
on her mind and corroding her soul. She 
had deep, dark circles under her eyes. 
Physically, too, she sagged. Her step was 
languid and the office where she worked was 
not at all satisfied. On two or three occa- 
sions she was reprimanded sharply. She was 
indifferent. ‘The mere prosaic matter of a 
job held little interest. 

They heard nothing from Don Logan. 
And because they heard nothing, they were, 
perhaps lax in their vigilance. 

Don himself was nervous. He knew that 
something was wrong. He learned that Hilda 
had not done his bidding. He tried twice to 
see her and she refused to talk. There was 
something in her manner which frightened 
him. 

He knew that Avery still boarded at Mrs. 
Hildebrand’s, and that worried him. True, 
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so far as he could discover, there was no 
longer any constant companionship between 
Avery and Hilda, but the fact that she re- 
mained under the roof with the man whom 
he believed she thought was a shadow from 
the past was disconcerting. 

He realized that there was something in 
the situation which was radically wrong— 
something which boded ill for his future con- 
tentment. He wondered whether by any 
chance Naomi and John had met. But he 
discarded that idea almost as soon as it came 
to him. He could not imagine Naomi doing 
anything other than making John’s presence 
known. She was that kind: unflinching in 
facing an issue of right and wrong. 

Nor were Don’s private affairs at all to his 
liking. He had amused himself with women 
and found that he had stirred up a fury. 
Marcella Breen was increasingly difficult to 
handle. She had a way of staring at him for 
half an hour at a time, her deep violet eyes 
smoldering with fierce jealousy, bright red 
lips pressed tightly together. The name of 
Lisa Verner had become anathema to her. 

Don liked Lisa. She sparkled. She was 
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refreshing. She refused to take him—or any- 
body else—seriously. And because she was a 
welcome relief after Marcella’s torrid som- 
berness he refused to deny himself the 
pleasure of her society. 

Marcella was a good sort, he figured. But 
she was moody, and he didn’t want a moody 
woman about when he was enmeshed by so 
many other worries. Lisa Verner could 
make him forget. She could make him 
laugh at himself, which was a feat no other 
woman had ever been able to accomplish. 
And so he resorted to subterfuge. He lied his 
way out of Marcella’s society and went for 
long automobile rides with Lisa. In his 
blind, bland conceit he did not take into 
account the power of a jealous woman’s 
intuition. Because. 2 Mascellatdidmnoc 
storm openly, he believed that he had fool- 
ed her. 

It was only in Lisa’s society that he could: 
snap out of the despondent mood which was 
preying upon him. There was so much that 
he wanted to forget. He wanted to forget 
that he was afraid. He wanted to forget 
the possibility that the fortune so miracu- 
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lously given him was in danger of being 
snatched away. 

Luxury and financial independence had 
come to mean much to Don, and never more 
than now, when he felt himself in danger of 
losing them. The equities of the situation 
‘did not concern him. He did not scrutinize 
the methods by which he had come into pos- 
session of his present wealth. He only knew 
that he had it. He regarded it as his. And 
so was prepared to go to any lengths to 
retain what he had. 

In Lisa’s company he could forget. She 
was bright and keen and had an irrepressible 
sense of humor. She had the ability to fling 
herself whole-heartedly into any form of 
pleasure. She knew that he needed to be 
rescued from the black mood which was 
threatening to consume him, and she worked 
cleverly. She engineered their little journeys; 
it was she who forced him to dance, to 
smile—it was never an easy task—but invari- 
ably she succeeded in infecting him with her 
own good humor. 

She was a bizarre little thing, unhampered 
by conventions of any sort. She laughed her 
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way through life and shrugged her shoulders 
at misery and trouble. She knew that the 
morrow would take care of itself and that 
yesterday had gone forever. She had a tonic 
effecton Don Logan. There were times when 
she even succeeded in causing him to forget 
his worries. 

There was one night when he sneaked 
away from Marcella and met Lisa by ap- 
pointment. They drove out to a little sea- 
side inn where the dinners were fair and the 
jazz music unusually good. It was a softly 
lighted, ultra-discreet little place where 
prices were high and music unsurpassed. 
They were ushered to a table in a corner of 
the room and immediately Lisa bent herself 
to the task of rousing this self-centered man 
from his lethargy. All during the long 
drive to the inn he had been absorbed in 
whatever trouble it was that burdened him. 

Her bright, eager, gamin face was keen 
and alive. She was in high spirits, and 
gradually her mood communicated itself to 
him. He smiled once or twice. But at first 
he refused to dance. It was only when the 
orchestra struck up a number of unusual 
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popularity that she inveigled him on to the 
floor. 

He danced rather well, although without 
spirit. Yet there was undeniably a zest to 
dancing with Lisa. She was light as the 
proverbial feather and she herself enjoyed 
the dance so much. He responded more 
readily to her allure as they swayed about the 
polished floor, gliding through the maze of 
dancers. He forgot for a moment that he 
was waging a battle for material wealth that 
meant more to him than— 

Suddenly his stocky muscular body stif- 
fened. Lisa sensed that something was 
radically wrong. Her eyes flashed to his 
face and she saw that he was staring toward 
a table in a secluded corner of the room. She 
followed the direction of his gaze and saw 
that he was gazing wide-eyed at a couple. 
Her quick eyes appraised the man and 
woman instantly. 

The first thing that impressed her was that 
the couple—whoever they might be—were 
oblivious to all the world save themselves. 
The woman was tiny, yet exquisitely formed. 
She had a bright, intelligent face which 
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Lisa instantly catalogued as beautiful. But 
the man riveted her attention. 

He was of tremendous size, perfectly 
proportioned. Hisshoulders were of amazing 
breadth, his chest of impressive depth. The 
lines of his face were deeply graven and 
expressive of indomitable spirit. Lisa 
knew that she had never seen a more 
perfectly matched couple—or one so superbly 
happy. 

It was apparent that they were unconscious 
of any one else in the room. They did not 
even seem to hear the music. The girl was 
talking and her lips and eyes were laughing. 
The man was smiling—the most genuine, 
most gentle smile that Lisa Verner had ever 
seen. 

And then the answer dawned upon her. 
She knew that her intuition was correct. She 
asked a single question. 

“Your wife?” 

He tore from her grasp and walked across 
the floor to their table. 

“Ts it?” she asked. 

“None of your business!’ he snarled. 

“My goodness gracious!” Lisa never 
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dropped her mocking, bantering manner, 
“Ain’t he the great ol’ bear!” 

“Oh! Shut up.” 

She shrugged and smiled. She sat opposite 
him and something warned her that it would 
be better if she remained silent. 

Sight of John Avery and Naomi together 
in this place—so obviously contented and 
happy—had frightened Don beyond all 
measure. He read a message of disaster in 
their confident manner. His mind worked 
quickly. He leaped to the conclusion that 
their happiness portended a blow which was 
shortly to fall upon him. The thought was 
paralyzing. He knew that there was only 
one chance left for him—and that was to 
strike first. Without a word to Lisa he rose 
and stalked across the room. His face was 
hard as granite, his eyes beady and bleak 
behind the lenses of his horn-rimmed 
spectacles. 

They did not see him until he came to a 
halt at their table. He saw the smile vanish 
from Naomi’s lips. He detected a tighten- 
ing of John Avery’s muscles. But the big 
man did not rise. 
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Logan spoke directly to Avery. 

“T warned you what was going to happen,” 
he said harshly, “if you let Naomi know you 
were here.” 

The big man inclined his head. “Yes— 
you did.” 

‘“Well—I wasn’t lying. I’m going to crack 
down—now!” 

Tesees. 

The eyes of the two men clashed. Avery 
was confident, unperturbed. 

“T’ll give you just one more chance,” Don 
announced furiously. ‘To-morrow afternoon 
at five o’clock I shall visit Naomi’s apart- 
ment. I wish you both to be there. And I 
want Hilda there too. Understand?” 

“We understand.” 

“And you had better do as I order.” 

John Avery smiled. It was a broad, toler- 
ant smile. 

“Of course we'll be there, Don.” 

But as Don turned away, Avery’s face 
grew serious. 

“It’s been a bad break, Naomi,” he said 
gravely. “Don is dangerous.” 

Two very grave young persons drove back 
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to Los Angeles less than a half hour later. 
Both were immersed in worry. They were 
beseiged with doubts of the morrow. 

“What will he do, John?” 

“T don’t know. One cannot foretell ac- 
curately what a man of Don’s temperament is 
likely to think.” 

“You’re afraid he will do as he threatens?” 

“A trifle. It isn’t common sense, but to- 
night Don would have done it. Whether a 
day of deliberation will alter his determina- 
tion remains to be seen. Frankly, he has 
everything to lose and nothing to gain. I 
have been banking on his recognition of that 
condition.” 

“Yes, but to-night changed it. Our being 
there together—unworried and in frank de- 
fiance of his ultimatum—must have fright- 
ened him. He wonders what we are doing, 
and his only hope for himself is to strike 
first.” 

“But that isn’ a hope, Naomi. The 
minute he makes public what he knows of 
Hilda he is finished. He knows it. I was 
afraid that he would do something to-night. 
The fact that he set the interview for to- 
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morrow is certainly encouraging.” Avery 
gazed down at the girl by his side. “Queer, 
isn’t it, how little use muscle is in the big 
issues of life?” 

She smiled wanly. “I thought of that. 
You could break Don in two, but it would 
only make a very tragic matter worse.” 

“Certainly. I thought of threatening him 
with violence, but Don isn’t yellow—not 
physically. He’s yellow mentally—but that 
doesn’t help.” 

She was silent for a long time, and sud- 
denly put her hand in his. ‘“To-night it 
came home to me forcibly, John, what a 
horrible role I play in this thing. Hilda 
was safe. I had kept her secret for years— 
even from you. Then, in the first flush of 
marriage, I told her story to Don. If I 
hadn’t done that—” 

“Hush, dear. It was the most natural 
thing in the world. And it was inevitable 
that he would discover it, anyway.” 

“Perhaps. But that doesn’t cause me to 
blame myself any less. You see, I am the 
one who should suffer—not you or Hilda. 
And you both suffer more than I.” 
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“T don’t think so. Perhaps none of us will 
suffer.” 

“Not likely. And—where are you going?” 

) Lelegraphy ofice, shessaid) briefly.) “I 
Want some last-minute information from 
Brewster.” 

He wrote his wire at the desk. It was 
concise and explicit. 

Telegraph Accurately Present Status Iowa 
Situation. Important. 

He signed it “Keyes.” 

“We'll have an answer to that before two 
o'clock to-morrow. And we'll know a good 
deal more about how weak—or how strong— 
our position really is.” 

She nodded. “It cannot be a halfway 
position, John. The more I think of it, the 
more frightened I get. No matter what 
progress Mr. Brewster has made, it won’t be 
proof against a sudden avalanche of publicity. 
There is more of a story to this than finding 
Hilda. ‘There is the fact that her sister 
inherited a million dollars from a former 
suitor, and that she moved to Los Angeles in 
order to be near the woman whom she knew 
was under indictment. There is news value— 
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sensational news value—in the story of your 
return after your will had been admitted to 
probate and your fortune turned over to me. 
It may even be that Don will not stop there, 
but will hint at our romance. You see, dear, 
we are seeing the strength of our own posi- 
tion; we must not. under-estimate Don’s 
strength. We believe that he will not dare 
to make a definite move. Yet we must 
sacrifice a great deal to hold matters in the 
ALi 

“That is just what I’m planning to do,” 
answered Avery. “I’m going to try to stall 
him off.” 

“That won't be easy.” 

“We'll have to do it, just the same. Every 
hour that passes is in our favor. There’s no 
use worrying about the might-bes. Let’s 
have a good rest and try to face the interview 
calmly.” 

“Shall we tell Hilda?” 

He considered. “Yes, I believe so. She 
must stay away from her work to-morrow, 
and perhaps she had better be prepared. 
Let’s tell her to-night.” 

They found Hilda at her boarding house, 
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sitting alone on the veranda. John invited 
her to join them in the car and they had no 
sooner veered off from the curb than she 
turned in alarm to her sister. 

“Naomi! What is wrong?” 

“Nothing, dear. That is, nothing that 
isn’t going to work out well.” 

“Don’t lie to me. You wouldn’t have 
come—” 

John Avery interrupted, his voice as calm 
and unruffled as the surface of a millpond. 

“There is nothing to get nervous about, 
Hilda. But unfortunately we met Don 
Logan to-night. He did a great deal of 
foolish blustering.” 

“Tt isn’t bluster!” 

“Perhaps not. But it sounded that way. 
At any rate, he wants to talk things over 
with the three of us in Naomi’s apartment 
to-morrow afternoon at five o’clock.” 

For several minutes Hilda did not answer. 
Her slender body was rocking slowly back 
and forth—back and forth—and her thin 
fingers intertwined nervously. 

“T knew it,” she moaned. “TI knew this was 
coming. I knew this was coming.” 
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Naomi put her arms about the tortured 
girl. “You mustn’t take it this way, Hilda.” 

“How can I help it? Oh, God, after all 
these years—And everything my fault. I’ve 
had nothing but misery in my own life, and 
it has spread around me like a contagious 
disease. JI have injured John. I stand 
between you and happiness. IJ—” 

John’s quiet eyes met Naomi’s glance 
levelly. He nodded. 

Naomi whispered to her sister. 

“You are coming home with me to-night, 
dear. We'll have a good long talk—an old- 
timey talk—and you'll see that things are 
not so bad, after all.” 

Hilda gave a short, hysterical laugh. 

“T’ll come with you, Naomi. It doesn’t 
matter what I do. Nothing matters any 
more.” 
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THEY sat in the tiny living room of 
Naomi’s modest apartment. Avery seemed 
calm and confident. Naomi was quiet, but 
her eyes had an unnatural radiance. She 
recognized that the great crisis was at hand. 

Hilda sat motionless—like a statue. The 
night before Naomi had struggled to bring 
the woman to tears, but her efforts had been 
futile. Yet toward morning a fitful sleep 
came to soothe Hilda’s jangling nerves and it 
had seemed during the morning that she was 
calm. Yet John and Naomi understood that 
this was a mere superficial calmness, and 
that all the fear and horror of long, miserable 
years were pent up and ready to burst 
through. 

Hilda was quiet. Almost too quiet. Hers 
was the sinister silence of the bomb im- 
mediately before it explodes. She sat stiffly 
in a straight chair—immovable, expression- 
less, haunted eyes focussed upon the corner of 
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the rug. She did not even move when the 
buzzer sounded and Naomi went to answer 
the summons. 

Don Logan followed his wife into the 
apartment. He wore a perfectly tailored, 
but rather too flagrant suit of pearl gray. He 
carried a derby hat in his hand, and a cane. 
He drew off his gray gloves with deliberate 
ostentation as he surveyed the trio through 
thick glasses. 

If Don were nervous, he did not show it. 
His over-large features were in repose; his 
thick, sensuous lips were curled into a half 
sneer; his long, yellow hair was brushed back 
from his high forehead. He bowed with 
mocking courtesy. 

“It seems as though we are all here,” he 
observed. Naomi flashed him a glance of 
loathing. 

He seated himself without an invitation 
and rested his eyes on the inscrutable Hilda. 

‘““My dear Hilda,” he remarked pleasantly, 
“you don’t look a bit well.” 

Avery’s cheeks paled. Naomi started— 
then sank back in horror as Don’s oily voice 
went on: 
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“No, Hilda, you look very badly indeed. 
I am really quite apprehensive of the effect 
prison will have on your health.” 

There was a gasp—and an instant of 
horrified silence. The man’s brutality was 
crude. Naomi saw John Avery lean forward 
in his chair. She noticed that his cheeks 
were white and that his huge fists were 
clenched, but his voice matched that of Don 
Logan in grim, unyielding menace. 

“Don,” he said, “I wish to warn you 
against another break of that sort.” 

Don met his eyes insolently. He snapped 
his fingers with forced bravado, yet some- 
thing deep within him sounded a warning. 
He had never before noticed that Avery’s 
eyes could narrow to pinpoints. 

“You can’t frighten me, Avery. If you 
could, I wouldn’t be here. I knew you'd try 
mock heroics.” 

John sat back in his chair. “I’ve warned 
you,” he said. 

Don lighted a cigarette with elaborate 
care. He blew a cloud of the fragrant smoke 
into the room. 

‘Without desiring to tread on the very 
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delicate sensibilities of Mr. John Avery, I 
wish to state that I only spoke facts.” 

“T thought,’ broke in Naomi, “that we 
gathered to discuss this.” 

“So far as I can observe—there is nothing 
to discuss. JI warned Avery what would 
happen if he sought you out. I was not 
bluffing.” 

“But we met by accident, Don.” 

“What difference—so long as you have 
met? I know what you will do, Naomi. 
You will insist that John make it known that 
he is not dead—” 

“Has she done so yet?” inquired Avery. 

“No-o. But I am not a fool. I know 
that there is something in the wind. I 
realize that my days as a wealthy man have 
just about ended. I retain only the tre- 
mendous satisfaction of knowing that I shall 
not be forgotten in a hurry.” 

“Surely,” asked Avery, “you don’t intend 
to dynamite your own house?” 

“T surely do, Mr. Avery. There will be 
a certain pleasure in remembering that I did 
not wait for you to act. I confess freely that 
I don’t know what you are planning. But 
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you will never make me believe that you are 
not planning something. Personally, Avery, 
I think you are inclined to be somewhat 
dumb. Certainly you are too sentimental. 
But not Naomi—not in that way, at any rate. 
She will sit back quietly only so long as she 
thinks there is a chance for you to rob me of 
the single weapon I possess. The minute she 
feels nothing can be accomplished that way, 
she will talk—publicly. And since that will 
force me to disclose what I know about 
Hilda, I figure I may as well do what is 
known in prize ring vernacular as beating 
you to the punch.” 

Avery was studying the man intently. He 
knew that the insolence was a veneer to 
genuine apprehension. Yet he realized that 
Don would not be easily dealt with. He was 
too sure of himself—too careful to boast of 
what he intended to do. He permitted Don 
to talk. 

“You wish me to summarize the situation, 
Naomir” asked Don. “Very well; here it 
is ane-a enutshell: din themtisst, place, ‘as’ to 
myself: I have thoroughly enjoyed my days 
as a man of wealth and leisure. I would 
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love them to continue, but since that is not 
possible, I have reconciled myself to a return 
to my former walk of life. That is the 
maximum punishment I can be made to 
suffer—unless our dear Mr. Avery gets 
another bloodthirsty spell and is unable to 
control himself. 

“As to Hilda—I am really very sorry for 
her. I truly am. I know she was not at all 
to blame for the little affair in Wintersburg 
and it is a pity that the law will have to 
scrutinize the matter in court. But justice is 
justice—and I feel quite sure that she may 
be able to convince an Iowa jury that she was 
justified. 

“You, my dear wife, will of course lose a 
great deal. There will be some stigma at- 
taching to your name. This is very regret- 
table, but unavoidable. 

“But John here—Mr. John Avery—will 
profit at the expense of us all. His will be 
the big reward. He will profit because we 
shall all contribute to that profit. He will 
have returned to him such of his million 
dollars as are left. That should make him 
feel very happy. A million dollars in 
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exchange for the unhappiness of three 
people. 

“Of course, there is one other feature of 
the situation which I have not touched upon. 
I believe that you, Naomi, have discovered 
that you should have married Avery in the 
first place. We both know that he has always 
been rather keen about you. But I want to 
announce that I shall never see my way clear 
to giving you your freedom. In other words: 
while I wish John the full enjoyment of his 
fortune, I am afraid I shall have to insist 
that you remain Mrs. Donald Logan.” 

It was patent that he was excellently well 
pleased with himself. His summary was im- 
pressive. Avery and Naomi were staring at 
the floor. Hilda had not moved or changed 
expression. Her immobility was unnatural. 
Occasionally Don flashed her an uncertain 
glance. He wanted her to speak—to make a 
gesture—do anything to indicate that she was 
alive. She was—she was spooky! That was 
it—spooky! He shivered. 

John’s calm voice filled the room. “A 
rather formidable summing-up, Don,” he 
said. “I confess it rather staggers me.” 
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“T fancied that it might.” 

“Now just for the sake of argument— 
let me ask whether there might not be some 
compromise?” 

“None that I can see.” 

“Oh, surely, Don; you didn’t do all that 
thinking and then stop short of a solution! 
Surely not.” 

Don raised his eyes and met Avery’s glance 
squarely. 

“Of course I didn’t, John.” 

“Then what is your idear” 

“Simply this.” Don did not know that he 
was betraying his eagerness; he did not know 
that his hand was trembling. ‘Naomi turned 
over to me about seven hundred thousand 
dollars. If you, Avery, care to give that to 
me—in proper and legal form, so that there 
can be no recourse, no possibility of any 
legal action to recover it—then I shall be 
delighted to step out, to eliminate myself 
from your lives, to divorce my beloved 
wife—and to forget all that I know of 
Hilda.” 

Avery nodded. But before he could speak 
Naomi was on her feet. Her exquisitely 
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moulded body was vibrant with passionate 
indignation. Her voice trembled with fury. 

“Don’t answer him, John!” she com- 
manded. “Because no matter what you are 
willing to do, there are certain things which 
I will not consent to. Do you fancy for one 
minute that I will stand by and watch you 
trade with this man for what is rightfully 
yours—money which he came into possession 
of through your friendship for me and my 
mistaken marriage to him? Good God! 
Don, I thought you knew me better than 
that.” She paused for a moment, then burst 
forth again. “And do you think—even if that 
condition were possible—that I would allow 
you to sell me to John Avery? That is what 
you are offering. For seven hundred thousand 
dollars you will sell your woman to him!” 

She walked over to John and stood looking 
down upon him. 

“T love you, John,” she said. “You know 
that. But I cannot be sold to you. I must— 
if I am ever yours—give myself to you. Do 
you understand, deare” 

Avery nodded. ‘You see, Don,” he said, 
“it isn’t that I am unwilling. Frankly, I 
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think we’re making entirely too much to-do 
about the money. Yet since Naomi looks on 
it as she does—I don’t see—” 

“Nor do I.” Logan rose and stood with 
hands clasped behind him. “I was rather 
afraid that sentiment of one sort or another 
would make a sensible solution impossible. 
And since that is the case, Avery, I’m really 
afraid that there is nothing for me but to 
proceed.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That is quite simple. I shall notify the 
police here that a woman calling herself 
Ethel Prentice, and boarding at Mrs. Hilde- 
brand’s—a woman who is a sister of the 
wealthy Mrs. Donald Logan—is wanted in 
Wintersburg, Iowa, under an old and forgot- 
ten indictment for first-degree murder. Of 
course, they will not know where the infor- 
mation is coming from, but, being well 
trained policemen, they will investigate. 
Then I shall hand back your money to you— 
and retain for myself only the somewhat 
doubtful pleasure of continuing as Naomi’s 
husband.” 

“Nothing will change your mind?” 
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Don shrugged. “I have stated my terms— 
and Naomi refuses.” 

“She is overwrought.” 

“John!” Naomi put her hand on his arm. 
“Let’s don’t equivocate. You know that it 
is I speaking. You know I will never come 
to you that way. I will not consent to keep 
your money—nor permit Don to do so.” 

“You see,” observed Don. “She is very 
stubborn.” 

Avery stepped quite close to him. “Will 
you hold off any action until to-morrow 
evening?” 

“Why should IP” 

“Because you have everything to gain by 
waiting.” 

Logan studied the big man. He fancied 
he detected weakness in John’s eyes. The 
idea occurred to him that John intended to 
treat with him secretly. 

“T might wait, Avery—but only until to- 
morrow evening.” 

“That will be long enough. Naomi is 
rather excited to-night. Perhaps to-morrow 
she will see things differently.” 

“For her sake, I hope she will.” He bowed. 
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“And now, I shall bid you all a good night. 
It has been an exceedingly interesting and 
instructive interview. I have only one more 
thing to say: I do hope that none of you will 
think that I am bluffing. I don’t say that I 
wouldn’t be delighted to bluff if I felt it 
would gain me anything. But in this case, 
I know that it will not—and what I have 
said to-night is neither bluff nor threat. It 
is merely the cold-blooded statement of 
rather unpleasant facts. Do I make myself 
clearre 

Avery inclined his head. 

“Quite,” he answered. “You may take my 
word for it, Logan, that I do not believe you 
are bluffing.” 

“Thank you, John. And now—adios!” 
He picked up hat, gloves and cane and 
moved toward the door. ‘There he turned for 
another bow. 

But he did not see the big figure of John 
Avery or the taut one of his wife. He saw 
only Hilda’s eyes: great, burning, dark eyes 
which stared at him in a way which caused 
him to shudder. 

He walked from the apartment, feeling an 
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unaccountable chill. He could still see 
Hilda’s eyes. He tried to rid his mind of her. 

“She’s crazy!” he told himself. “Crazy 
as a loon.” 
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For perhaps fifteen minutes after Don’s 
departure, no one spoke. Hilda continued to 
sit rigidly, without the movement of a muscle 
or a change of expression. Naomi had 
crossed to the window and was staring down 
into the street. John found a rank old pipe 
in his pocket. He filled it, tamped the 
tobacco down and then lighted it. It soothed 
his nerves. 

Save for the burr of traffic noises from 
below the silence was absolute. A little 
mantel clock seemed noisy. The whir of the 
elevator came distinctly to their ears. Hilda 
broke the spell by rising. 

“I’m tired, Naomi,” she said. “I’m going 
home.” 

Naomi smiled sadly. “This is home for 
you now, dear. You will remain here to- 
night—and every other night.” 

Hilda shook her head. “I’d rather go to 
my own room at Mrs. Hildebrand’s.” 
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“Please, Hilda—not to-night. I’d rather 
you remained here.” 

The girl shrugged. “It doesn’t make much 
difference. And if you don’t mind I’ll retire 
now.” 

Naomi put her arms around the narrow 
shoulders of her sister. ‘The girl seemed 
infinitely tired—worn and broken under the 
terrific strain. Her silence had taken its 
toll. She seemed utterly limp; her voice 
flat and toneless. 

John watched them as they disappeared 
into the hall and thence into the bedroom. 
He himself was more worried than he cared 
to admit. Just before coming to the inter- 
view he had dispatched another telegram to 
Ezekiel Brewster, No answer received my 
telegram of last night. Wire immediately 
giving status Iowa situation. Important. 
And still no answer had come—a telephone 
call to Mrs. Hildebrand’s established that. 

He had less than twenty-four hours in 
which to take some definite action. In 
the absence of word from Brewster, there 
was nothing he could do. He wasn’t sure 
whether Don would do as he declared, but, 
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by the same token, he was not at all certain 
that Don would not. He was just the type 
to do as he threatened—a man who could 
readily be overcome by the sense of his 
own strength; who could be betrayed by his 
love of self into a final futile parade of his 
power. 

He was alone in the room for some time. 
His huge body was sprawled in an easy- 
chair, his brain functioning clearly—but 
without result. ‘There seemed no answer to 
the problem, no answer save the very terrible 
thing which Logan threatened. Then he 
heard a step in the hall and Naomi reap- 
peared. She smiled faintly upon him and 
crossed again to her post at the window. 

“She’s tired out,” said Naomi. 

“T don’t wonder. It has been a strain.” 

“On her particularly. You see, she will do 
most of the suffering.” 

Avery stared at Naomi’s perfectly formed 
head. He feared to broach the subject upper- 
most in his mind. “Don’t you think,” he 
said at length, “that you’re carrying sentiment 
too far, dear?” 

“No.” She spoke without turning. “There 
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is simply a certain point beyond which I 
cannot go.” 

“Even for Hilda’s sake?” 

“Even for that.” 

“Don’t you realize, Naomi, that you’re 
letting dollars and cents weigh just as heavily 
this way as they would if we accepted Don’s 
propositionr” 

She sighed wearily. “Perhaps, John. But 
whether I’m right or wrong, logical or illogi- 
cal, I could never come to you under those 
conditions. [I cannot be sold by my hus- 
band to another man. That is what it amounts 
to.” 

SINO-dear, ou re = taking the> extreme 
view.” 

“Tt is the only view I am able to take.” 

“T wouldn’t argue with you—if it were 
not for Hilda. She is the one truly tragic 
figure in this horrible mess.” 

Naomi faced him now, and for the first 
time he saw tears in her eyes. She put out 
her hand pleadingly. “Don’t John—please. 
Can’t you see my position? I am faced with 
two alternatives—both impossible. I cannot 
permit you to accept Don’s offer and I cannot 
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let you refuse. I see nothing but misery, no 
matter which way I look. We’ve got until 
to-morrow afternoon. Let’s not talk of it any 
more to-night. Let’s wait until morning— 
when perhaps we shall have recovered a 
trifle from the strain. I can’t think now. I 
can only feel—” 

The telephone rang. A startled light 
flashed into Naomi’s eyes. She crossed the 
room swiftly and lifted the receiver. “Hello 
—Yes—Mr. Keyes?—Why, yes.” 

“John—they want Mr. Keyes. What does 
that mean?” 

His face cleared. ‘“Brewster’s telegram,” 
he said as he rose to his feet. ‘“Chat must be 
Mrs. Hildebrand. She knows me only as 
Keyes, and I left this *phone number.” 

He spoke briefly into the transmitter. He 
was smiling. “Yes, if you will,” Naomi heard 
him say. “Get a special messenger right 
away and send him here with the telegram. 
Tell him there'll be a big tip for him at this 
end.” He gave the address, thanked the 
estimable boarding-house lady, and turned 
back to Naomi. 

“That’s Brewster’s wire, all right, and I 
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have an overpowering hunch that it contains 
good news.” 

“T wonder?” 

“T don’t. Luck can’t continue to run as it 
has. ‘The clouds are bound to break some 
time.” 

The wait seemed interminable—the silence 
oppressive, yet neither made any further 
attempt at conversation. Talk seemed so 
futile while they waited for the telegram. 
Suppose— ‘The minutes dragged; it seemed 
that the boy would never come. And then 
the apartment buzzer sounded, and Naomi 
and John together went to meet the boy. 
John gave the lad two one-dollar bills. The 
youngster did a brief double shuffle, mur- 
mured, “Hot Dawg!” and departed. 

Together, in the living room, they opened 
the yellow envelope. And together they read 
its message of hope. 


Certain of success. Personally on job. You 
may proceed as though everything safely 


settled. Congratulations. 
es 


And it was the keen eye of the girl which 
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glimpsed a certain important fact. Her voice 
trembled. ‘Look, John! That was sent from 
Wintersburg, Iowa!” She darted away. “I 
must tell Hilda. We must both tell her.” 

He waited eagerly. Then he heard 
Naomi’s voice calling, “John! Come here— 
quickly!” 

Gripped by a sudden fear, he hastened to 
the bedroom. Naomi was standing in the 
middle of the floor, a bewildered figure. She 
swept her arms wide. 

“Hilda has gone!” she said. “She has 
left the apartment—and I am frightened.” 

“Of what, dear?” 

And she answered hopelessly, ‘‘Suicide!” 

‘They stared at each other, and then because 
John saw that she was pitifully near to the 
breaking point, he took her in his powerful 
arms and held her close. It was a gesture of 
protection, rather than a caress. His voice 
came soothingly, giving her renewed strength. 

“This is no time to go to pieces, Naomi. 
You may be wrong—” 

“But you don’t think I am.” 

“I am not sure. Hilda is not responsible.” 

“Oh! What shall we do? Call the police?” 
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“I’m afraid we had better not. I will 
hunt for her.” 

“Where?” 

“T haven’t an idea. But T’ll do my best. 
I’m afraid to call the police, though.” 

She stepped back nervously. “I'll go with 
you,” she announced, but he shook his head. 

“No, dear, you must remain here—in case 
she comes back.” 

The girl nodded. “Tl wait, John. VU 
be waiting when you return.” She followed 
him to the door. “Isn’t it the most ghastly, 
ironical touch of all that this should come 
just when it wasn’t necessary?” 

He brushed her deep brown hair with his 
lips. Then, without a word, he opened the 
door and was gone. 
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A SLENDER, black-caped figure alighted 
from the taxi which stopped half a block 
above Mrs. Hildebrand’s boarding house. 
Big eyes, marked by deep circles, swept the 
deserted thoroughfare apprehensively. ‘Then 
Hilda bade the driver wait while she hurried 
down the street and turned in at the boarding 
house. Within five minutes she reappeared 
and entered the taxi again. She gave brief 
directions to the man, who gazed at her 
somewhat uncertainly. 

At the entrance to the lavish apartment 
house where Don Logan lived, Hilda 
alighted, paid her driver and dismissed him. 
She walked with queer confidence through 
the ornate lobby and entered the elevator. 
She gave the number of the floor to the eleva- 
tor boy, but did not press the doorbell until 
after the cage had dropped from sight. 

This was not the Hilda who had slipped 
from her sister’s apartment half. an hour 
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since. Her manner was quiet and restrained, 
and only a keen observer could have detected 
the sombre light in her big, brown eyes. 

There was a wait of perhaps a half a 
minute, then the door opened. It was Don 
himself and he stepped back in amazement. 
Hilda immediately walked through the door 
and turned to face him. 

“What are you doing here, Hildar” 

She smiled coldly. “I wanted to talk with 
you—alone. So I slipped off.” 

She walked into the living room and he 
followed. He scrutinized her intently. 
Funny person, Hilda. She didn’t seem at all 
excited, yet at Naomi’s she had acted like a 
crazy woman. Perhaps she had come to 
bargain with him. Perhaps she had some 
solution to the problem. Yet in spite of him- 
self, he felt rather cold, as though a draft 
were beating upon him. 

He settled himself in an easy-chair and 
rubbed the palms of his hands together. He 
noticed that her big, tragic eyes were focussed 
unwaveringly upon his face, and again he 
was obsessed with the thought that there was 
danger. 
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“Well, Hilda,” he asked in a voice which 
he thought was hearty, “what can I do for 
your” 

“Nothing!” 

“My dear girl!—Surely you didn’t come 
here alone at night to talk about nothing.” 

cl did.” 

“Then why—pe” 

She opened her leather bag and her hand 
disappeared within it. She spoke with perfect 
calm. 

“T came to kill you, Don.” 

He quivered, as though under the impact 
of a powerful blow. His feet came down 
squarely on the floor and every muscle in his 
body grew taut. 

“Y-y-y-you—what?” 

“T have come here to kill you.” 

She spoke quietly—almost apologetically. 
But Don Logan knew that she was speaking 
the truth. His eyes grew wide and beads of 
perspiration stood out on his forehead. He 
heard her voice—as though from a great 
distance. 

“For a good many years, Don, there has 
been a murder indictment hanging over my 
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head. That killing was justified. And so 
will this one be. I may kill myself when I 
finish with you. If I don’t—and they arrest 
me—I will have the satisfaction of knowing 
that I have earned whatever punishment I 
may get.” 

Cold-blooded. Unyielding. He sensed that 
she was beyond argument. 

“But Hilda—” 

“Tt’s too late for that, Don. You were too 
explicit to-night at Naomi’s house. You 
made me see that there was only one way out. 
If you live, there is prison for me, disgrace 
for Naomi, a loss of fortune for John, and 
the impossibility of his marriage to her. I 
have figured the thing from every angle. 
When I kill you I will face two murder 
charges instead of one—which seems to make 
very little difference. John will have no 
trouble getting his money back. And he can 
marry Naomi any moment he wishes, because 
she will be a widow.” 

He was trembling. “Please, Hilda—let’s 
discuss this. You don’t realize what you are 
planning.” 

“Oh yes, I do. And so do you. That is 
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why you are frightened. I thought it out 
very carefully. It is the only solution.” 

“Tt isn’t. I swear it isn’t. I promise—” 

“Don’t bother.” Her voice was bleak as 
a winter wind. “Nothing you say will deter 
me. I came here to kill you—and I am 
going to do it.” 

She withdrew her hand from the leather 
bag. His distended eyes saw that she held a 
blue steel revolver. He noticed that her 
hand was steady—as steady as those big, mer- 
ciless eyes which stared into his pallid face. 

Don Logan was not a physical coward, but 
he was intensely human. The love of life 
was strong in him and it was only natural 
that he should shrink before the death 
message which he read in the unyielding eyes 
of the woman before him. 

Earlier in the evening he had been vastly 
impressed by the formidable weight of argu- 
ment he was able to present. Now those 
very arguments were being flung back in his 
face. They were unanswerable. Hilda be- 
lieved that he intended to do as he 
threatened. As a matter of fact, he had not 
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been bluffing, and he knew that she was not. 
She was too calm, too sure of herself. True, 
she was under a mental strain, but her pur- 
pose was fixed and deadly. 

Mentally he cringed. Outwardly he re- 
mained rather calm. He forced a smile to 
his dry lips. 

“Surely, Hilda,” he said, “you didn’t be- 
lieve me to-night.” 

“What difference does it make?” . 

“Because this is unnecessary. J have no 
idea whatever of turning you over to the 
police.” 

“Nor” Her voice was calm. “Do you 
expect me to believe that?” 

“Certainly I do... Can’t .you see- that -I 
wouldn’t do such a thing. Not that I make 
any claims to unusual decency—but there 
would be nothing in it for me. On the other 
hand, it must strike you that I have used my 
only weapon to retain the luxury I acquired 
through Naomi. I’m sorry that you believed 
me. 

“You should be.” 

“And you don’t believe me now?” 
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“It doesn’t matter. I’m not going to take 
any chances. I’m going to kill you and then 
either end my own life or give myself up to 
the police.” 

“That is absurd.” His throat was brick 
dry, his words came raspingly. “Surely you 
wouldn’t do anything like that. Why, Hilda, 
you don’t know what it means.” 

She laughed shrilly. “Oh! I don’t! Don’t 
you suppose I’ve known for years what it 
means: the fear and horror? ‘The thought 
that every eye is hunting for one? Really, 
Don, I shall feel a sense of real relief when 
I shoot you.” 

He realized that he was trying to argue 
with a woman demented. He recalled his 
brief dismissal of her appearance earlier that 
night. ‘The woman is crazy as a loon!” he 
had told himself. The words came back to 
him now, and he knew that his judgment had 
been correct. 

“There is one way out of this,” he sug- 
gested, but she shook her head. 

“There is no way out.” 

“Suppose I agree—” 

“Your agreeing days are over. You'll 
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never agree to anything again, or cause 
misery to any one.” 

He rested his hands on the arms of his 
chair and started to rise. Her voice came 
sharply. 

“Don’t do that, Don. The instant you rise 
from that chair, I shall fire.” 

The revolver muzzle did not waver. No 
weak, hysterical woman here. It was as 
though he had been enveloped by a damp, 
chill blanket. He knew that this was the 
end—and somehow it seemed much worse 
than the losing of the fortune he had come to 
regard as his own. He recalled a certain ex- 
pression he had read somewhere—a thing 
which he hadn’t thought of for years. It was 
an absurd, incongruous thing, yet it came to 
him now with all the force of its very absurd- 
ity: “I’d rather be a live tumblebug than a 
dead anything!” That was it. He’d rather 
be a live tumblebug— 


His voice, level and serious, compelled 
Hilda’s attention. 

“Have it your way,” he said with a calm- 
ness that surprised himself. ‘You are off 


251 


The Light Shines Through 


your balance. But nothing can be lost by 
permitting me to suggest a remedy.” 

“No,” she answered quietly. “Nor can 
anything be gained.” 

“Then listen. Answer me one question 
honestly: Why are you going to kill me?” 

“Because the world will be better off with- 
out you.” 

He shook his head impatiently. “Be spe- 
cific, Hilda—please. No matter what you 
decide, this is certainly vital to both of us. 
Tell?me, ‘please.’ 

She regarded him gravely. “First,” she 
answered, “‘because you intend to report the 
Wintersburg affair to the police.” 

“IT promise not to do that.” 

“How much trust could I dare put in your 
promise?” 

“Knowing that you would kill me at the 
first opportunity,” he explained, “you could 
trust me implicitly. Now—secondlyr” 

“Because you stand in the way of Naomi’s 
happiness.” 

“I promise to divorce her.” 

“Third, you plan to keep John Avery’s 
money.” 
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ptewilleretornethat 

They stared at each other and in Don’s 
heart was born a great hope. He fancied 
that he detected the glimmer of yielding in 
her eyes. Not a promise—but a hint. She 
seemed to be considering things and he hast- 
ened to press his tiny advantage. 

“You are mistaken in this, Hilda. You 
will gain nothing. Admit that I haven’t a 
decent instinct; admit that I lied when I 
said I didn’t intend to go through with it. 
Very well—this visit of yours changes all 
thats realize that -you sare desperate. <1 
wouldn’t dare lie to you—or break any prom- 
ise I might make to-night. Doesn’t that 
sound logical?” 

“Yes——it does.” 

“You think that killing me will solve 
everybody’s problems. It won’t. Perhaps, 
from your standpoint, it might be better 
than letting me go ahead with what I threat- 
ened. But now—since you must believe 
that I will keep my promise—you should 
realize what you are doing. You will drag 
Naomi’s name through the mire: Girl, 
wanted for murder in Iowa, kills sister’s 
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husband. Good God, Hilda! you'll put a 
skeleton in Naomi’s closet which will always 
be there. You will either be electrocuted or 
put in prison for life. There will be rotten 
publicity and scandal. You will make it 
impossible for Naomi and John ever to be 
happy. If you let me go to-night, you 
haven’t lost anything. If I am lying to you, 
there will still be plenty of time for you to 
kill me. But in such a crisis as this a man 
doesn’t lie. He doesn’t dare.” 

For a long time she stared at him silently, 
speculatively. 

“You will return John’s money to-mor- 
row?e And permit Naomi to start an uncon- 
tested divorce action?” 

“To-morrow!” he promised eagerly. “TI 
swear it!” 

He saw that she was weakening. But sud- 
denly she stiffened and her voice came to him 
like drippings from an icicle. 

“T can’t trust you, Don. I believe we 
would all be better off if you were dead.” 

He threw out his hands pleadingly. 

“Wait, Hilda! Listen to me—” 
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MIDNIGHT. Quiet. An occasional automo- 
bile purring past in the street below. Once 
in a while the murmur of the elevator out- 
side the door. A few pedestrians whose voices 
carried to the upper floors in distinct whis- 
pers. 

Back and forth—back and forth—across 
the tiny living room a woman paced. She 
was very small and beautifully formed. Her 
tiny, piquant face was set in stern, hard lines 
and there were horizontal furrows of worry 
on her forehead. Occasionally she paused 
to listen, only to sigh hopelessly and resume 
her restless pacing. 

Hours now—hours which seemed like all 
eternity—Naomi had kept watch alone. 
Every taxi which passed the apartment, every 
footstep in the street below, had brought its 
moment of hope—and its aftermath of bitter 
disappointment. John had telephoned once, 
his voice cheerful but his report pessimistic. 
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Through eyes half closed by an agony of 
doubt, Naomi saw horrid visions of Hilda— 
of Hilda dead—of Hilda a victim to a su- 
preme but futile sacrifice. Nothing seemed 
to matter now that Hilda was gone. There 
grew in her heart a flaming hatred for 
the man who was her husband, the man 
whose diabolic cruelty had caused all this 
misery. 

The minute hand of the clock crawled in- 
terminably forward. It reached the half 
hour and then crept on its way toward the 
first hour of the new day. Naomi’s feet 
moved rhythmically. She had walked miles 
in the little room because inaction would 
have driven her crazy. 

Then she heard the elevator stop on her 
floor and there came a summons from the 
buzzer. With heart pounding, she flew to 
the door and flung it open. John’s tremen- 
dous figure bulked in the door frame and 
she knew from the quiet shake of his head 
that he had returned without news. He fol- 
lowed her into the apartment and sank wear- 
ily into a chair. 

“I’ve been everywhere,” he reported. | 
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“Every place she might be. I can’t find a 
thing.” 

Naomi asked questions which frightened 
her. “The morgue? Undertaking establish- 
ments?” 

Vie. 

The girl shuddered. “What are we to do, 
John?” 

He spread his hands hopelessly. ‘“We’ll 
wait a while, dear—then report it to the 
police. I didn’t want to do that until every 
other chance was gone.” 

With his return the woman seemed to 
wilt. She had kept up bravely enough while 
alone, but now it seemed the need for cour- 
age was gone. She, too, sat down, and stared at 
him through wide, pain-filled eyes. They did 
not speak. He longed to take her in his 
arms, to comfort her. But he made no move, 
merely sat and waited and suffered with the 
woman whom he worshipped. 

They reviewed the past fortnight to the 
moment of this tragic conclusion. Most 
tragic of all was the splendid message from 
Ezekiel Brewster. Brewster would not have 
wired as he had if there had been the slight- 
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est uncertainty. Both condemned themselves 
for having failed to take Hilda into their 
confidence, yet each knew that they had pur- 
sued the only wise course. Such a contin- 
gency as this could not have been foreseen. 
It was bitterly ironical, though, that salva- 
tion should have come just a few minutes 
too late. Ezekiel Brewster in Wintersburg 
—wiring that everything was all right! Un- 
conscious of her gesture, Naomi pressed her 
hands against her forehead. 

Then abruptly—amazingly—they were 
aroused from their miserable reverie. There 
was a fumbling at the knob of the front 
door and then a touch of the buzzer. Naomi 
sped across the room and down the little 
hallway. Avery followed. The door was 
flung back. 

“Wilda!” 

Naomi’s arms enveloped her sister’s frail 
figure, and for the first time, John saw Na- 
omi give full vent to her emotion in tears. 
It was Hilda who dominated the situation. 
A profound change seemed to have come 
over the woman. She soothed Naomi in a 
quiet, motherlike tone; she stroked Naomi’s 
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shoulder—and then she led the girl back into 
the living room and seated herself in a chair. 

John was astounded by the change in 
Hilda. The haunted, helpless light had 
vanished from her eyes; she carried herself 
erect; her voice was crisp and certain. And 
he knew from her first question that her brain 
was functioning clearly. 

“John,” she asked, “what is wrong with 
Naomi?” 

He answered deliberately—and truthfully. 

“You frightened us very badly, Hilda.” 

“Howe” 

“By going as you did. We were afraid 
that you—” 

“Oh!” Hilda’s cheeks grew pale and she 
held Naomi more tightly to her. “You 
thought I had gone to kill myself?” 

Avery nodded. Hilda spoke in a quiet 
voice. 

“No, I didn’t go out for that. My mis- 
sion was even more drastic.” 

The change in her—the quiet self-posses- 
sion—roused Naomi from her emotional col- 
lapse. She sat up straight and stared at the 
new Hilda. 
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“Where did you go, dear?” 

The answer came softly. 

“T went to Don’s apartment.” 

“To his— Whye” 

“To kill him.” 

“Good God!” Naomi fastened steely fingers 
on hercsister’s arm.) “Your didn tr: 

“No. It wasn’t necessary. I had no inten- 
tion of bargaining with him. He had made 
things so clear earlier to-night that it struck 
me as the only way out. He held the key 
to the situation—and the door was locked. 
It didn’t seem to matter whether I faced one 
murder charge or two. But when I got 
there something happened. He didn’t 
cringe exactly, yet I knew that he was 
frightened. He saw that I wasn’t bluffing, 
and I realized that even more than he loves 
money—he loves life. 

“He talked to me. He offered to rectify 
conditions. I warned him that if he failed 
to do what he promised, I would carry out 
my threat. And I shall. But meanwhile he 
has given his word—and because he is scared 
it means something—to return John’s money, 
to permit you to obtain a divorce from him 
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immediately, and to forget what he knows 
about me.” 

She gazed triumphantly at them. Naomi 
could not speak. They had skirted tragedy 
too closely. But Avery reached into his 
pocket and drew forth a yellow envelope. 
Without a word he handed Brewster’s tele- 
gram to Hilda. 

She read it slowly. Her eyes brightened. 

“Does he really mean—?” 

“Yes,” said Avery. “That is what we have 
been doing all this time, Hilda. We were 
afraid to let you know. You were over- 
wrought, and we knew that it would frighten 
you. The very thought that we were risk- 
ing a reopening of the Wintersburg affair. 
Brewster has done nothing unethical. He 
wouldn’t. He has merely made a human 
district attorney understand what no jury 
could ever have been made to see. And 
so—> 

“And so everything is solved.” She 
nodded. “I am glad that I did not kill Don 
to-night.” 

Naomi was amazed by the girl’s calmness. 
In the old days before her marriage, Hilda 
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had been this way: quiet and self-possessed 
and very sure of herself. It seemed as though 
a great weight had been lifted from her 
shoulders—the burden of years. 

And now a wonderful calm settled upon the 
trio. Trouble had been dissipated. For the 
first time it appeared to them that the future 
was bright and cloudless. Fear had taken 
wing and vanished. Old ghosts had been 
laid. 

Across the room John’s eyes met Naomi’s. 
The glance was freighted with declared love 
and eager promise. The atmosphere of hap- 
piness was almost tangible—yet it did not 
show itself openly. It was rather something 
which one could feel. 

Now the future was something to be eag- 
erly anticipated. Worry and doubt and un- 
certainty had fled. Hilda was a changed per- 
son. Don’s shadow had disappeared. They 
knew that they could sleep this night with- 
out fear of the morrow. 

They did not talk much. It was near two 
o’clock, however, when John rose to go. He 
pressed Hilda’s hand and then rested his 
arms on Naomi’s shoulders. 
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“We have waited a long time, dear,” he 
said gently. “A long, long time.” 

She smiled through a veil of tears. “And 
we shall find it all worth while, John.” 

Long after he had gone and Hilda had 
crept into her bed, Naomi sat alone. But 
now there was none of the nervous tension 
which had marked her vigil before midnight. 
She was almost afraid of her own happiness 
—fearful that she was expecting too much 
of the future. 

Eventually it dawned upon her that she 
was very, very tired. She moved into the 
bedroom. Hilda was sleeping and Naomi 
undressed without turning on the light. She 
crept into bed and flung one arm around the 
frail figure of her sister. She slept. 

Sunlight which streamed brilliantly into 
the room awakened her. For a moment she 
lay quiet while the glory of the previous 
night returned to her. She glanced at Hilda. 
The girl’s face was beautifully calm. Her 
eyes were closed and she was breathing 
deeply. 

Naomi slipped from the bed and tiptoed 
into the tiny kitchen. She put the coffee on 
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the gas stove to percolate and then walked 
softly to the apartment door for the morning 
rolls and the newspaper. She carried them 
into the kitchen and lighted the oven, And 
while she waited, she casually opened the 
paper. 

A headline screamed its message of horror. 


DONALD LOGAN MURDERED 
Body of Prominent Clubman Found 
in his Downtown Apartment 
MYSTERIOUS WOMAN VISITOR 
IS SOUGHT 
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THE shock came like a sudden immersion 
in icy water. Its effect was physical. Na- 
omi’s body grew rigid—then her knees 
trembled and she seated herself abruptly. 
Her mind was not clear. The thing was too 
unexpected—too horrible. Donald dead! 
Killed by— Her eyes moved toward the hall- 
way, toward the cozy bedroom where Hilda 
slept so tranquilly. She closed her eyes and 
shook her head as though to dispel a horrid 
vision. ‘Then, with nervous fingers, she fum- 
bled at the newspaper. 

The headlines told most of the story. The 
body had been discovered about three o’clock 
in the morning, immediately before press 
time. Facts were meager and unsatisfactory. 
An enterprising city editor had collected only 
such details as were necessary to flaunt a 
scarehead over the story. 

According to the brief story—set in large 
type and heavily leaded—Donald Logan, a 
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newcomer to Los Angeles, who was known 
as a wealthy man without professional affili- 
ations, had been found in his apartment at 
three o’clock that morning. He had been 
shot through the heart. A terrified elevator 
boy summoned the police. The coroner was 
called, and the body was being held for an 
inquest. 

The only clew lay in the remembrance of 
the elevator boy that a woman—whom he 
could not describe—had visited Don’s apart- 
ment about midnight. He carried her to the 
floor on which Logan’s apartment was lo- 
cated. He had also seen her leave the build- 
ing. He said he thought she was excited. 
He was being held by the police as a ma- 
terial witness, and the newspaper story 
wound up with the conventional assertion 
that an early arrest was expected. 

One sentence riveted Naomi’s horrified 
attention: 

“It is understood that the deceased was 
married, but had not been living with his 
wife for several months. She is thought to 
be residing in Los Angeles.” 

In this hour of direst trouble, Naomi’s 
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thoughts turned once again to John Avery. 
She tiptoed down the hall. At the bedroom 
door she paused and glanced inside. Hilda 
was sleeping peacefully; evidently she had 
not moved since Naomi left the room. The 
girl closed the door gently, then lifted the 
telephone receiver. 

She called the number of Mrs. Hilde- 
brand’s boarding house. She asked for John, 
and in a few seconds his quiet, some- 
what sleepy voice came to bring her confi- 
dence. 

“There is trouble, John,” she whispered. 
“Read the morning papers, then come here 
right away.” 

He did not ask questions, but his brief 
good-by was spoken alertly. And then— 
queerly the housewife—Naomi went back 
into her little kitchen and busied herself 
about the stove. 

But her thoughts were on the woman who 
slept peacefully in the next room—and on 
the sardonic finale to the series of misfortunes 
which had dogged her steps. She did not 
love Don. Recently she had told herself that 
she hated the man, but it was ghastly to think 
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of him lying there dead—alone. It was even 
more horrible to entertain the idea which 
persisted—that Hilda’s hand had held the 
revolver. 

Hilda! Poor, misguided, well-meaning 
Hilda! Hilda, who had known not a tran- 
quil moment in years—to whom even such a 
thing as this must come as a relief because 
of its very definiteness. She could not doubt 
that Hilda had done it. She recalled the 
interview of the previous night—and Hilda’s 
masklike face, her great burning eyes. She 
remembered Hilda’s disappearance from the 
apartment and then her return—a changed 
woman. Hilda then had been calm, trium- 
phant. It was just such a reaction as one 
would expect from a woman who had la- 
bored under a burden for years and suddenly 
found a way out. It was horrible—yet 
understandable. 

Don dead! Her husband—why, she was 
a widow! She shuddered. There was such 
terrible finality in the word. Perhaps she 
had despised the man, but he had been her 
husband. A great compassion crept into her 
heart—a sorrow that tragedy had climaxed 
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her infatuation for the self-centered, selfish 
man who was now dead. 

The buzzer sounded and she hastened to 
admit John. His jaw was square and she 
noticed that he held copies of several morn- 
ing papers. She placed a finger on her 
lips and nodded toward the bedroom. 

“She is sleeping,’ Naomi whispered—“like 
a baby.” 

They made no sound as they returned to 
the kitchen. She poured coffee and they 
stared at each other across the little cups. 
He motioned toward the next room. 

“You believe—?” 

Peso ililda:’ 

“But surely—” 

She touched her breast. “I feel it, John. 
Hilda was not herself. We have noticed it. 
Her very appearance, which made us think 
that she intended suicide—queer we never 
thought of this. I can’t quite understand 
—” She passed her fingers across throbbing 
temples. ‘What shall we do, Johne” 

He shook his head. “I’ve been trying to 
think. All the way over here I’ve been 
struggling to find a way out. But only one 
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thought comes to me. One thought we don’t 
like—” 

“Myself? You believe the police will in- 
vestigate me—the wife from whom Don 
was separatedr” 

“Yes, dear. That cannot be avoided. The 
mysterious woman—they’re bound to look for 
you. They may be here any minute. It’s a 
pity Hilda didn’t think of that.” 

“Don’t blame her! She wasn’t in any 
condition to think. None of us were, for 
that matter. It does seem that there is no 
end to this. Last night we were all so happy. 
The future was filled with golden promise. 
And now—” 

“Let’s not think of the might-have-beens. 
And I would suggest that we talk to Hilda 
before—before the police arrive.” 

Naomi rose without a word. She placed 
coffee and rolls on a tiny silver breakfast 
tray and carried it into her sister’s room. 
When she returned to John, her face betrayed 
bewilderment. 

“T cannot understand it, John. She sat up 
quite calmly and thanked me for the break- 
fast. She wasn’t at all disturbed. Com- 
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mented on the fact that she had slept soundly 
and felt better. It doesn’t seem possible—” 

“Perhaps we are wrong, dear.” 

“We're not. And even if we were—” 

A figure appeared in the doorway; a slim 
figure garbed in an incongruously gay kimona 
of Naomi’s. There was the suggestion of a 
smile on Hilda’s lips which was erased as 
she gazed upon the serious faces which con- 
fronted her. She frowned slightly and took 
a step into the room. 

“John! You here? What is wronge” 

If she was acting, she was doing it 
superbly. John spoke quietly. 

“Sleep well, Hilda?” 

“Marvellously.” 

“No bad dreams?” 

“No. But what is all this about? Some- 
thing is wrong. What is it?” 

“Nothing.” He chose his words with 
care. “About last night, Hilda—did you 
tell us everything that happened at Don’s 
apartment?” 

He watched her through half-closed eyes 
for any betrayal of nervousness. But she 
met his eyes squarely. 
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“IT didn’t give exact words, if that is what 
you mean. But I told you everything.” 

eYou-are quite surer! 

“Of course I am.” Her eyes darkened 
and she bent forward. ‘What has hap- 
penedr” 

“Nothing of importance—” 

“Don’t lie to me, John. What is it?” She 
whirled on her sister. ‘What is wrong, 
Naomir” 

The two women stared at each other. 
Then Naomi rose and handed the morning 
paper to Hilda. From his corner of the 
room, John studied the girl intently. 

He saw the slim figure grow rigid, the 
eyes dilate with horror. Then the paper fell 
from the nerveless fingers. Hilda’s voice 
came harshly. 

“You—you think I did it! You both do!” 

“Why do you say that?” asked Avery. 

“T can see it in your eyes. The way you 
look at me. Oh! I don’t blame you. I 
went there last night to kill him. I wanted 
to.” 

“And you didn’t?” 

“No! Of course I didn’t. Do you sup- 
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pose I could have come here as I did, if I 
had just killed Don Logan? Good God! 
I’m human! JI—I—” 

“You must take a grip on yourself, Hilda.” 
Avery’s voice was very kind. “The police 
may be here any minute.” 

“Police? What will the police come here 
Porc 

“You have read the paper. You were the 
woman who visited Don’s apartment.” 

“But no one knew me,” she defended, and 
for the first time her manner gave evi- 
dence of guilt. “Nobody could have known 
men. 

“Perhaps not. But you see, Hilda, by this 
time the police must have learned something 
about Don’s married life. They will, of 
course, wish to talk with Naomi.” 

“Naomi! Oh! You don’t think—” 

“That they will suspect her? That is pos- 
sible.” 

Hilda’s breath came from between her 
lips in a long, shuddering sigh. ‘Then she 
turned and left the room. Naomi followed 
instantly. A few seconds later she returned. 

“T don’t think she is in her right mind, 
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John. She is dressing. Says she is going 
out.” 

They waited. When Hilda appeared, 
dressed for the street, they both started for- 
ward. But Hilda put out a restraining hand. 

“Please,” she begged with quiet dignity, 
“T wish to go alone.” 

‘““Wheree” 

“Tt doesn’t matter where. I’m going.” 

“But Hilda—” 

“This time, Naomi,” she said quietly, “TI 
intend to have my own way. I am going 
alone.” 

She walked from the room. 

The front door closed behind her. 

Naomi clutched Avery’s arm. She spoke 
in a terrified whisper. 

“Follow her, John! Don’t let her get out 
of your sight!” 
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JOHN nodded and was gone. He rang for 
the elevator and waited interminably. Even- 
tually the cage appeared, but it stopped at 
each floor on the way down. When Avery 
emerged from the building, Hilda was not 
in sight. 

He cast a quick glance up and down the 
street. Just disappearing toward the center 
of the city was a taxi. He quickly sum- 
moned another, flung himself into it, and 
barked an order. 

“Follow that cab yonder.” 

The driver nodded and his car jerked vi- 
olently ahead. Avery leaned forward in his 
seat, muscular body tense, eyes peering ahead. 
In the taxi which was being pursued was a 
woman. John was convinced that the wo- 
man was Hilda. He opened the window 
and spoke to the driver. 

“Keep in sight of that cab and there’s an 
extra ten dollars in it for you.” 
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The chauffeur nodded grimly. “You 
said it, Captain. It’s cheap at half the 
price.” 

John tried to relax. He tried to think. 
He could not understand Hilda. She had 
either developed amazing strength or amaz- 
ing weakness. The tragedy of the previous 
night seared his brain. It didn’t seem pos- 
sible that Hilda could have killed Don and 
then returned to narrate calmly her version 
of the story. She was high-strung and sensi- 
tive. Yet, on the other hand, it was con- 
ceivably possible that the reaction had 
quieted her nerves. 

They were approaching the center of the 
city. Tall buildings bulked before them. 
The streets were congested. ‘They reached an 
area of winking traffic lights and vigilant 
policemen. At an important intersection 
Hilda’s taxi shot around a huge truck and 
crossed the street just as the lights changed. 
John’s driver cursed soundly, but heeded the 
warning of the traffic officer’s whistle. He 
turned apologetically. 

“[ done my best, Boss. That damned 
truck held me up.” 
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John was worried. ‘“Can’t you pick it 
upP” 

‘Not a chance—except by accident. He’ll 
pass the next corner before I get the ‘Go’ on 
this. I’m sorry—” 

Meanwhile, in the pursued car, Hilda was 
crouched in the corner. Her hands were 
clasped tightly in her lap, her eyes focussed 
on the floor. 

She was thinking, and her thoughts were 
not pleasant. It seemed that she was bitterly 
destined to carry misery in her wake. She 
was terrified—not for herself—but because 
of what John had said. 

Of course the police would seek Naomi. 
She was Don’s wife and had been separated 
from him for some time. What was more 
natural than that they should suspect that 
wife of being the mysterious visitor who was 
so sinisterly connected with the man’s shoot- 
ing? And even though Naomi could clear 
herself—that would avail her little. There 
would be columns of newspaper notoriety; 
inevitably the romantic story of her inheri- 
tance of Avery’s fortune and his return from 
the dead would leak out. There seemed little 
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chance that Hilda’s past would escape the 
pitiless spotlight. Even in death Don’s hand 
reached out to them. 

John was right about one thing. Hilda 
knew that it would not be too difficult to 
identify her as the woman who had visited 
Don’s apartment the previous night. Even 
before they sought Naomi, that fact would 
be established. The old specter leered at 
her—mocked her. Twice now, when it 
seemed that she had escaped from the net, 
some unseen strands had dragged her back. 
And always two innocent persons had been 
snared with her. 

It wasn’t fair, she told herself fiercely. 
Naomi had been a devoted, self-sacrificing 
sister. John had suffered because he loved 
Naomi and sought to make her life happy. 
Hilda knew that she had been protected at 
the expense of others, and now she drove 
madly through the streets of Los Angeles, 
seeking to undo some small measure of the 
injury she had caused. | 

Her car came to a halt before a big build- 
ing. She alighted, paid the chauffeur and 
entered hesitantly. The lobby was crowded. 
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Men were hurrying here and there—groups 
chatting idly as though work were of no con- 
sequence. She approached an ancient person 
who seemed to be a sort of doorman. 

“Where is the district attorney’s office?” 
she inquired. 

The old fellow, quaintly courteous, es- 
corted her to the desired place. She entered 
the anteroom of a suite where aclerkinquired 
her business. 

“T want to see the district attorney im- 
mediately,” she said quietly. “It is in con- 
nection with that killing last night.” 

The girl flashed her a startled glance and 
disappeared through a glass door. In a sec- 
ond she was back. 

“Right this way, Miss.” 

Hilda was calm. She had her nerves 
under perfect control; her step was firm and 
she was astounded that her heart action was 
normal. She entered the room, watched the 
clerk leave, and found herself looking into 
the quizzical, kindly eyes of a slender, rather 
handsome man about fifty years of age. 

“You are the district attorney?” she in- 
quired. 
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He nodded. “Yes. Won’t you have a 
seat?” 

She selected a chair and sat staring at the 
man for a moment. He was not at all the 
ogre that she had feared. The eyes twinkled 
humorously, yet they were intensely human. 
She fancied that they could become bleak on 
occasion, but now they were warm and reas- 
suring. 

He leaned back comfortably in his chair 
and regarded her with interest. He waited 
for her to speak, meanwhile studying every 
move and gesture. He saw that she was a 
woman of birth and breeding; yet one who 
had been treated shabbily by life. Women 
of that sort were always interesting. Her 
voice punctured the stillness. 

“Of course you know of Donald Logan’s 
killing last night?” 

He inclined his head and smiled slightly. 
tYés." “Ot course.” 

She drew a deep breath. “The morning 
papers mention a woman who visited that 
apartment last night,” she said. Then, “I 
am that woman!” 

“‘So-o-o!” He leaned forward and rested 
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his elbows on the desk. “You visited Logan 
last night, eh? Why?” 

“To kill him.” 

The man’s professional calm was ruffled. 
His eyes narrowed slightly and his voice 
came a trifle more sharply. 

“Did you kill hime” 

SSN ye 

“Why note” 

“Because he made a bargain with me 
about—about my sister.” 

“Who is your sister?” 

She hesitated briefly. “His wife!” 

“You went to kill this man because—” 

“Because he was ruining my sister’s life. 
They have been separated for some time. So 
—so I went there—” 

“And he agreed to do whatever it was you 
wanted, ehe” 

Welchatassit.;? 

The district attorney scrutinized her 
sharply. “Then if you did not kill Logan, 
why are you here?” 

“Because I did visit his apartment. You 
were certain to find that out. And I thought 
it would be better to give myself up and tell 
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the truth than to wait until I was arrested.” 

She spoke eagerly. There pounded 
through her head the belief that at last she 
was being of genuine benefit to her sister. 
Perhaps, now they had her, they would not 
arrest Naomi, would not question her too 
intimately. 

The district attorney was keenly inter- 
ested. “You went to his apartment with the 
idea of killing him. You didn’t do it. And 
now you have come to give yourself up be- 
cause you feel that we would be certain to 
discover that you visited him last night.” 

“Yes.” She was a trifle annoyed by the 
man’s repetition of her own words. ‘Here 
I am.” 

“T see— I see—” He smiled brightly. 
“T’m very much obliged to you, young lady. 
I think you have done exactly the right 
thing. And now—being a very busy man— 
I will bid you good day.” 

She stared at him. “Where do I go?” she 
inquired. 

“Wherever you like,” he answered cour- 
teously. 
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“Do you mean—” her voice rang with 
hope—‘that you are not going to hold me?” 

“Certainly not.” 

Cut 

He rose and stood by his desk; a domin- 
ant and kindly figure. 

“I won’t punish you any more,” he said. 
“We do not want you at all. As soon as the 
first editions of the evening papers are on 
the street, you wiil find that they contain 
more information about the Logan killing. 
You will learn that the police discovered the 
identity of the woman who visited his apart- 
ment—and it was not you.” 

“But 4 idid!”’ 

“Logan was alive after you left. The 
other woman came there later. She was 
seen leaving the building and the patrolman 
on the beat became suspicious. He followed 
her and then notified the detective bureau. 
She was arrested at four o’clock this morn- 
ing, after the papers had gone to press. And, 
my dear young lady, she has confessed that 
she killed Logan!” 

Hilda’s eyes widened. She seated herself 
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abruptly and stared with wild hope at the 
district attorney. 

“Confessed?” she repeated in an awed 
whisper. 

He nodded. “Yes. It appears that Logan 
has been rather addicted to wild women. 
And one of them proved jealous as well as 
wild. They have been quarreling recently. 
There were threats over the telephone which 
the boy at the apartment house switchboard 
now recalls. Last night she killed him— 
and we have her in custody. She has told 
us the whole story.” 

“Oh! What is her name?” 

The district attorney glanced at a memo- 
randum on his desk. 

“Marcella Breen,” he answered. 
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WITHIN five minutes of John’s return to 
Naomi’s apartment, Hilda arrived. Once 
again a change had come over her pallid 
features. Her face betrayed the terriffic 
strain under which she had labored. She 
walked slowly and heavily—yet her eyes 
were calm and unafraid. It was as though 
the very lifting of the mental strain had left 
her physically exhausted. 

She sank into a chair and held out toward 
them the noon edition of an evening news- 
paper. 

“You have seen this?” 

They nodded. It was Naomi who spoke. 
“Oh! Hilda—we were so frightened! We 
believed it was you. And when you left 
here, John followed. But he lost you. He 
has been hunting everywhere—and even 
when he came back with the paper and we 
knew that you hadn’t done this thing—we 
were frightened.” 
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“That was only natural,” said Hilda wear- 
ily. “I was afraid you were going to be 
dragged through the mire, Naomi. So I 
went to the district attorney’s office—” 

“What!” 

“Yes. It seemed the only thing to do. He 
is a wonderful, kindly man. He listened 
patiently. Then he told me about Mar- 
cella Breen. He didn’t even ask my name. 
I believe, dear, that we have heard the last 
of it.” 

“T think you’re right,” said Avery. ‘The 
evening paper gives the whole story. Mar- 
cella Breen evidently has not withheld a 
single detail. She says that she has been in 
love with Don for some time—and that he 
was trying to discard her for another wo- 
man—a person named Lisa Verner. ‘The 
Breen woman says she warned him—and that 
she isn’t sorry.” 

Naomi shook her head. “Money didn’t 
bring Don the happiness he coveted. He 
must have been rather miserable the last 
few weeks. And yet—” 

“And yet,” interrupted Hilda, “you don’t 
love him. You never did. I suppose it’s 
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only natural that you’re a little sorry and a 
good bit horrified because he was your hus- 
band and now he is dead. I wouldn’t be 
ashamed—” 

“T’m not ashamed of my relief!” cried 
Naomi. “It has been a ghastly thing, and I 
can’t help remembering that I was his wife. 
But for a long time he has meant nothing 
to me—nothing save misery and trouble. 
Perhaps I should be ashamed to admit it— 
but I feel free! I am sorry that he had to 
die—but I’m glad—oh! so wonderfully glad! 
—that I am free.” 

pxoue-are ticht,) Naomi,’)said> -Elilda 
quietly. “You have your chance now. It 
would be a pity to spoil it with mock senti- 
ment over Don. He was not good to you. 
When you were together, he made you mis- 
erable. He tortured you after you separated. 
And when John returned, Don was willing to 
sacrifice all of us in order to keep money 
which was not his. You mustn’t be emo- 
tional, Naomi. Facts are stubborn—and the 
facts in this case are that Don was selfish 
and cruel and that whatever has happened 
to him was his own fault.” 
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Naomi looked across at John. There was 
a faint little smile on her lips. 

“T can’t be unhappy,” she said. “I’ve 
trieds Buti icant? 

He rose and walked to her side. One big, 
powerful hand dropped to her shoulder and 
rested there in gentle caress. 

“T don’t want you ever to be unhappy 
again, dearest.” 

Hilda turned to John. “About Winters- 
burg?” she asked. 

“Thatis all settled, Hilda’ “Fhesonly real 
danger lurked in what Don threatened. He 
could have caused such a fanfare of rotten 
publicity that the officials would have been 
forced to act. Now the public will never 
know anything and the district attorney in 
Wintersburg has officially quashed the in- 
dictment. Justice has been done. The pub- 
lic has not been aroused. The case is ended.” 

“You mean legally as well as actually?” 

“Yes. You mustn’t worry any more.” 

“T shan’t.” Hilda rose. She seemed very, 
very tired and her voice was flat and tone- 
less. “I’m going to struggle for happiness,” 
she declared earnestly. “But I’m afraid I 
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can’t forget in a moment what I have suf- 
fered for years. I feel all gone to pieces— 
as though something had been torn out of 
me. But I know I can look ahead without 
shuddering. For you, Naomi—” 

“For myself, Hilda, I’m going to be 
happy. I want to be happy. I —I feel 
that I deserve it.” 

Hilda walked to the door of the living 
room. There she turned and gazed at the 
others for a moment—a grave and quiet 
figure of deep understanding. 

“You deserve your happiness, Naomi,” she 
said. “Take it!” She turned and passed 
through the door. 

For several minutes Naomi and John sat 
in silence. His big body was tense. He 
longed to take her in his arms, to cover her 
with kisses, to give vent to the passion which 
had so long been held in check. 

Naomi raised her eyes to his face. He 
was so calm, so placid, so magnificently a 
man. They rose and faced each other and 
as his hands dropped to her shoulders and 
rested there, she felt the cares and doubts 
and worries of the past drop from her like 
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a discarded garment. She knew that she 
stood with the man she loved on the threshold 
of a glorious future. She could not, in this 
moment, remember tragedy. She could not 
be less than supremely happy. 

She slid into his arms, and the eyes which 
she raised to his were filled with a love which 
was gloriously unashamed. 

“Hold me tight against you, John,” she 
begged. “Hold me so tight that it will hurt. 
And then, dear—tell me that you love me. 
Tell me over and over again, John, because 
your love is all that matters now.” 


THE END 
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